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thought, after their 
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real? i guess we will 
never know. 
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you cant sleep so you 
call ur bf dylan, you 
end up talking to him 
for awhile and then he 
starts gets frisky.... 

(phone sex w dylan?) 

“Fuck..” You 
whispered, hastily 
snatching your phone 
into your hands before 
tapping shakily at the 
buttons. “C'mon..” You 
mumbled, trembling as 
you waiting impatiently 
for that familiar voice 
to invade your 
unwanted thoughts. 

“Hurry up..” You 
whined, sighing when 
the other end of the 
line picked up to reveal 
his low and velvet 
voice. “..Hello?” He 
muttered, blushing 
when he heard the 
sound of your own 


the phone to your ear 
as you laid against the 
bed. “I can’t sleep..” He 
sighed, turning onto 
his side to grab his 
blanket before raising 
the phone to his ear 
too. “..Okay.” He 
drawled, laying onto 
his back before 
continuing with, “Did 
something make you 
upset?” You shook 
your head, mumbling 
mostly to yourself. 
“..No.” He gripped onto 
the phone tighter, 
sighing again as he 
tried to think of what 
to say that would make 
you comfortable and 
keep the conversation 
going. “Do you want 
me to make you 
laugh?” You giggled at 
his question, 
mumbling again in a 
small voice. “Maybe..” 
He forced a giggle too, 
humming as he 
lowered his own voice. 
“What'cha doing over 
there?” You grumbled 
and slouched against 
the bed, mumbling in 
slight boredom. 

“Laying in bed..” He 
responded almost 
immediately, thinking 
of all the things he 
could say without 


o 


than being interrupted 
by his parents that 
often would yell for 
him to get off the 
phone during the day. 
“Me too..” He 
mumbled, holding 
back from smiling 
when you spoke back 
up. “Can you put me 
back to sleep?” He 
hummed, muttering in 
a softer voice. “You bet 
ril put you back to 
sleep..” You giggled 
again, murmuring as 
his angelic laughter 
rang from the phone. 
“How are you?” His 
eyes grew heavier as 
he faced the ceiling 
and wall, murmuring 
too as he remained still 
in his bed. “Fine, 
baby..” You both 
exchanged a sigh, 
getting lost in thought 
until one of you finally 
spoke back up. “..I wish 
you were here.” You 
murmured, receiving a 
hum from him. “..Do 
you now?” He 
mumbled, pausing. 
“What would you do if I 
was?” You released a 
shaky breath as he 
paused at the other 
end, holding back a 
whine when he 
awaited your response. 
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know- I just want to 
feel your body.” He 
hummed, biting back a 
moan before muttering 
in his usual low and 
deep voice. “Hmm, 
that’s nice to hear..” 
You nodded as if he 
was sitting right next 
to you, nuzzling your 
pillow as an blush 
threatened to invade 
your cheeks. “..So, 
what you doing over 
there?” You asked, 
quickly changing the 
subject. “Talking to 
you..” He muttered, 
giggling nervously as 
he felt himself grow 
hard at the thought of 
being able to talk to 
you in private. You 
hummed this time, 
unaware of his growing 
arousal as his knee 
jerked in anticipation 
at the fantasy of you 
begging for him to 
climb into your bed 
and or touch you at 
this time of night. 
“..Yeah.” He murmured, 
drawling out his voice 
as he worked up the 
nerve to reveal how he 
was feeling inside. 
“Would I perhaps be 
naked in your 
fantasy?” He asked 
reluctantly, pausing 
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You shrugged, 
humming into the 
phone while 
mumbling, “I guess, 
but you don’t have to 
be..” A long and deep 
sigh left his lips as he 
tensed against the 
bed, gripping onto the 
phone tighter as his 
cock hardened through 
his sweatpants. “Is 
that so? would I be 
able to see you naked 
too?” Your heart 
fluttered in your chest 
at his words, nearly 
causing you to stutter 
before you gave him a 
shaky hum as an 
response. 

“What you doing over 
there? hmm..” He 
asked, humming too in 
a teasing voice once he 
detected your 
nervousness. 
“Nothing..” You 
muttered, exhaling as 
you squirmed a little 
against the bed. 

“Hmm, doesn’t sound 
like nothing..” He 
mumbled, making you 
pause as the blush 
creeped onto your 
face. You then 
grumbled again, 
feeling somewhat 
annoyed as he 
chuckled into the 


gritting your teeth. His 
body shook as he tried 
to sit up, subsiding his 
laughter as he lowered 
the phone to his mouth 
to mutter, “Thinking 
about you..” His voice 
grew hushed in a 
whisper as he tried to 
seduce you, hoping his 
parents wouldn’t have 
any awareness of what 
he was about to do. 

You bit at your lip and 
smiled, replying softly. 
“Aww, you’re so 
sweet..” He drawled 
out another hum, 
holding back a groan 
as he murmured into 
the phone. “If only you 
knew..” You furrowed 
your brows and sat up, 
glancing around the 
quiet bedroom before 
sighing when his voice 
returned to your ear to 
murmur, “Lay down on 
the bed..” You 
tightened your fingers 
around the phone as 
your face grew wary, 
influencing him to let 
out another chuckle as 
your anxious breathing 
echoed through his 
own phone. “You still 
wish I was there?” He 
asked, making you nod 
when you rested your 
head back against the 


sighed too, relaxing his 
shoulders as he 
slumped against the 
bed before murmuring 
back with, “You wanna 
know what I’d do if I 
was there?” You 
nodded again, 
surprised when he 
continued to speak 
without needing a 
verbal answer. “I’d 
touch you, dominate 
the fuck out of you.. 
have you begging and 
moaning for me while I 
hiss at you to be quiet.” 
You released a 
strangled breath at his 
confession, causing a 
single chuckle to exit 
his mouth as his 
fingers tightened 
harder at the phone 
again. “How you doing 
over there?” He teased, 
smirking when you let 
out a hushed moan. He 
bit at his lip when you 
wouldn’t respond, 
sighing yet again as he 
noticed his dick strain 
against his pants. “Oh, 
baby.. I’m so hard right 
now..” He murmured 
barely above a whisper, 
threatening another 
moan to leave your lips 
as his voice slowly 
made you grow just as 
aroused as him. “..The 
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groaning while laying 
his head back against 
the pillow. “..You good, 
baby?” He then asked, 
raising himself up 
while palming at his 
crotch. “Yeah..” You 
murmured, sighing 
blissfully as your eyes 
met with the ceiling. 
“Good..” He muttered, 
rubbing at his erection 
through the fabric of 
his pants. “Anyways., 
how you feeling?” He 
continued, following 
up with, “You thinking 
about me?” You 
nodded, feeling your 
breath start to pick up 
as you replied back to 
him with a whisper. 
“Yeah..” He threw his 
head back against the 
pillow and parted his 
lips as he rubbed at his 
hard-on, whispering 
too. “Oh, I’d fuck you if 
I was there..” You 
squealed, feeling your 
knee and ankle twitch 
as his words sent 
strange sensations to 
your lower abdomen. 
“Dyl-aaan.” He 
laughed, pressing his 
jaw against the end of 
the phone as his long 
blonde hair pooled 
over the pillow. “What, 
ba bygirl?” 


shaky breath as he 
giggled at the other 
end. “You feelin’ good 
over there?” He asked, 
making you bite down 
on your lip as an moan 
vibrated against your 
teeth. “You know I can 
make you feel better..” 
He mumbled, 
wrapping his fingers 
around his erection 
through his pants as it 
rose beneath the 
fabric. “I know..” You 
whined, dragging out a 
low moan. He laughed, 
running his fingers 
along the outline 
forming in his pants 
while pressing his 
mouth against the 
phone as if he were 
speaking directly into 
your ear. “You gettin’ 
wet?” Your face 
flushed at his words, 
influencing you to gain 
your composure as you 
glanced down at your 
crotch. “I don’t know..” 
He laughed into your 
ear, grazing the phone 
with his lips while 
whispering, “Why 
don’t you check?” You 
moaned in 
disagreement, 
scrunching your face 
as he chuckled yet 
again in amusement. 
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you’d be cummin’ in 
seconds..” You 
mewled, twitching 
your hips as his words 
brought you to arousal. 
He paused, remaining 
silent at the end of the 
line as you squirmed a 
little against the bed 
while throwing your 
head back with a long 
sigh. “..Baby?” He 
asked, receiving a 
vulnerable hum from 
you. “Touch yourself..” 
He murmured, 
pursuing his lips as his 
voice grew hushed. 

You whimpered as you 
ran your hand down 
your abdomen, feeling 
a throbbing sensation 
form in between your 
legs right as you 
slipped your fingers 
beneath your panties 
and sweatpants. Your 
fingertips dove for 
your slit, rubbing at 
your stimulation in 
synch with a number 
of soft moans and 
breaths that escaped 
your lips. He sighed at 
the sounds leaving 
your mouth, palming at 
his hard-on after 
slipping his hand 
underneath his pants. 
“Dylan?” You whined, 
receiving a sigh as he 


his hand from his 
crotch to mutter, “You 
enjoying yourself?” 

You nodded as you 
rubbed at your bundle 
of nerves, causing your 
slit to swell as you ran 
your fingertips along it 
continuously while 
panting. “You rubbing 
your pussy?” He asked, 
lifting his hips to tug 
down his boxers as you 
moaned louder from 
his semi-explicit 
question. “Yeah..” You 
sighed, revealing a 
pitch in your voice as 
you continued to 
stroke at your slit. 
“Good..” He muttered, 
pausing as he took his 
bare cock into his 
head. “Now, stop..” You 
furrowed your brows, 
releasing a gutted 
sound as your thighs 
clenched and twitched 
in anticipation for 
orgasm. “What?” You 
breathed out, 
whispering. 

“Listen to me..” He 
muttered, taking his 
dick into his hand as he 
began to rub at it 
harder. You hummed, 
whimpering when you 
detached your hand 
from your slit to listen 
in on what was going 


the sounds of his 
blanket moving 
erupted through the 
phone; exposing the 
action of his hand. You 
grumbled, whimpering 
as you pictured him 
hovering above your 
body as he stroked 
himself off before 
officially penetrating 
you. “Please, Dylan..” 
You mumbled, 
clenching your thighs 
as the desire to touch 
yourself took over. 
“Listen to me..” He 
muttered, hissing as 
his dick started to 
throb in his hand. 

“Wait a sec..” He then 
tightened his fingers 
around his dick rather 
than the phone as he 
grew harder, causing a 
hiss to escape his 
mouth as he felt 
himself throb again. 
“What are you 
wearing?” He 
murmured, slowing the 
pace of his hand as he 
stroked gently at the 
tip and base of his 
cock. You glanced 
down at your clothes, 
mumbling into the 
phone as your breath 
finally slowed to a even 
rate. “A shirt.” He 
released a strangled 
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he was as he pictured 
you practically naked 
in his bed. “Any 
panties?” He asked, 
causing a blush to 
cross your cheeks as 
you nodded to yourself 
while mumbling back 
to him shyly. “Yeah..” A 
moan vibrated against 
his lips, followed by a 
sigh when he slowed 
his hands movements 
before detaching it 
from his crotch 
altogether. “Take your 
shirt off..” You did as 
told, glancing down at 
your nipples as they 
hardened both the 
sensations and 
temperature of the 
room. “Okay..” You 
mumbled, removing 
the shirt from your 
body as your breasts 
bounced from the 
impact. “Is it off?” He 
asked, humming when 
a moan of your own 
vibrated against your 
lips. “Good..” He 
muttered, sighing yet 
again as his dick rose 
at the thought of your 
breasts being shown in 
front of him. “Okay, 
good..” He muttered, 
panting as he tried to 
retrieve his breath. 
“Touch your breasts..” 


them both with a 
blush. “Okay. .’’You 
mumbled, exchanging 
a pause with him as he 
rocked his hips with a 
needy moan. 

“Massage them..” You 
complied, awaiting his 
next instruction as he 
whimpered a few 
inches away from your 
hands. “Are your 
nipples hard?” He 
asked, regaining his 
dominance. “Dylan!” 
You exclaimed, making 
him flinch and hush 
you incase someone 
could hear. “Shh, shut 
up..” He whispered, 
causing you to giggle 
and squirm against the 
heated sheets. “Tweak 
at them..” He 
mumbled, pausing as 
he abruptly went 
silent. You moaned and 
tugged at your erect 
nipples, pressing your 
mouth to the phone so 
only he could hear. 
“What else?” You 
asked, bouncing ontop 
the bed. He sighed, 
laying back onto his 
side as his voice rang 
directly into your ear 
again. 

“Massage at them 
again..” He mumbled, 
rubbing again at his 
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took your whole 
breasts into your 
hands, massaging at 
them both as hushed 
breaths left your 
mouth again. “Good 
girl..” He mumbled, 
burying his face into 
the pillow as he rubbed 
faster. You groped at 
your breasts, laying 
back against the bed 
as his soft pants 
invaded your ears like 
previously. “Dyl?” You 
asked, not knowing 
how much longer he 
was going to last as his 
breaths grew more 
ragged. “Pretend I’m 
over there, touching 
you..” He murmured, 
grunting as his dick 
twitched through his 
knuckle. You brought 
your fingers back to 
your slit, mewling into 
the phone when he 
breathed into it while 
whispering in a 
seductive voice. “Think 
of me rubbing and 
fingering at your pussy 
when you cum all over 
yourself, tell me how 
much you love my 
hands on your body..” 
You threw your head 
back with a strangled 
cry, whimpering when 
he hushed you again. 


hand to his crotch. 

“Tell me how much you 
want me..” You 
whimpered and rubbed 
at your leaking slit, 
feeling your thighs 
twitch as your hips 
rose and fell from the 
bed. “Dylan, I want 
you..” You whimpered, 
slowing your 
movements when he 
hushed you yet 
another time. “Good 
girl, you wet over 
there?” You both 
hummed and whined, 
panting as your hips 
began to rise and fall 
faster over each stroke 
you sent to your 
stimulated nerves. “Let 
me hear..” He 
murmured, letting out 
a long sigh when you 
placed the phone in 
between your thighs 
before stroking your 
fingers along your slit 
as soft sucking sounds 
rang from it. A rumble 
emitted from his chest 
as he raised his hips 
from the bed, parting 
his lips as he glanced 
down at his hand 
rubbing hard and fast 
at his throbbing and 
twitching cock. 
“Yeeeeah, you want me 
to come over there and 


in between pants. You 
hummed again, 
nodding erratically to 
yourself before 
releasing a high- 
pitched sigh when he 
groaned and muttered, 
“Faster, baby..” You 
quickened your 
fingers, gasping as the 
moist sounds grew 
louder from your 
swollen and aching 
pussy. “Yeeeeah, 
you’re so fucking ready 
for me.” He muttered, 
releasing a strangled 
breath as he pumped 
himself a few more 
times. You hummed 
again, panting louder 
as your thighs 
threatened to give out. 
“Dylan..” You mewled, 
receiving a shaky 
breath from him as he 
grew closer to orgasm. 
“Uh huh?” He hummed 
too, grunting as his 
cum began to leak into 
his hand. “I’m close..” 
You mumbled, making 
him growl as he 
struggled to hold back 
from ejaculating all 
over himself. “Keep 
going, baby..” He 
mumbled, sighing 
when you cried into his 
ear before crashing 
against the bed right 


He groaned and 
caught his breath, 
locking his fingers 
around his cock when 
the sounds of your 
cum and blankets 
echoed into the phone. 
“You done?” He asked, 
sighing as you 
attempted to catch 
your breath before 
whimpering a few 
times as an answer. 
“Taste yourself..” He 
muttered, grunting and 
scrunching his face as 
his cum sprayed out 
from his dick and onto 
his hand. You pushed 
your fingers past your 
lips after dipping them 
into your slit, pressing 
the phone to your 
mouth as an handful of 
ragged breaths slowed 
at the other end of the 
line; signaling his own 
orgasm. “Oh god, 
baby..” He mumbled, 
exhaling as he lazily 
held onto his dick with 
his fingers that were 
still coated with his 
cum. “I love you so 
much..” He murmured, 
resting the phone 
underneath his jaw as 
he outstretched his 
arm to grasp a 
washcloth of his floor. 
“You’re so goddamn 


the blush to return to 
your cheeks. “How do 
you know what I look 
like?” He scoffed, 
chuckling as he wiped 
at his hand before 
tucking his dick back 
into his boxers. 
“Because you are, I bet 
you look so good 
unraveled over there..” 
You released a shaky 
breath while glancing 
down at your thighs as 
your cum pooled out 
from your slit, raising 
yourself up to see a 
stain. “Fuck..” You 
murmured, rubbing at 
your forehead. 

“What?” He muttered, 
raising his back with an 
alarmed expression. “I 
came on the bed..” You 
mumbled, blushing 
harder when he let out 
a boyish giggle. “Aww, 
you want me to help 
you clean it all up?” He 
asked, teasingly. You 
grumbled, whining 
when you noticed how 
sore your limbs had 
become. “Dylan, I-” He 
interrupted you, 
muttering coolly as if 
the previous situation 
hadn’t happened. “I’m 
coming over, see you in 
five..” You held onto 
the phone with a 
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so suddenly. 

Not long would you 
wait until he arrived to 
your house, most likely 
looking forward for real 
intercourse. 
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The End of 
the Line Part 
2 

Gasping for air, the 
library ceiling looms 
above you, the beige 
expanse stretching out 
as far as your eyes can 
see. You feel your 
vision blurring, the 
blood warm and sticky 
as you clutch your 
chest, the students’ 
screams that had 
seemed to sear the 
silence fading into 
muffled white noise. 

The only thing of any 
clarity in your foggy 
mind is the deadly 
argument that still 
hurts deeper than the 
bullet in your lungs, or 
even the pain in your 
shattered kneecap. 



breathing the only sign 
to anyone watching 
that you’re still alive, 
Eric looms over you, 
his boots scuffing the 
floor right next to your 
ringing ears. It takes 
you a moment to drag 
your eyes over to meet 
his, and, somewhere 
through the haze, you 
think it’s odd that a 
face you’ve gazed at so 
many times could look 
so foreign and 
unrecognizable. 

He wears an 
expression of more 
than sadness, and as 
you lay here, struggling 
to breathe through the 
blood bubbling in your 
lungs, you think 
absentmindedly that 
“sad” doesn’t even 
scratch the surface. 
The grief cloaking his 
face in shadows runs 
as deep as the Mariana 
Trench, and the 
desperation haunting 
his bloodshot eyes is 
that of a drowning 
man, clawing at the 
frigid black water 
swallowing him whole 
and mocking him by 
turning his frantic 
screams for mercy into 
delicate bubbles that 
won’t reach the 
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“Just get it over with ” 
you rasp, knowing the 
pain consuming your 
body is nothing 
compared to the 
torrent of affliction 
eating him alive from 
the inside out. His 
hand shakes, the gun 
trembling in his grasp 
as panic causes his 
prior anger to dissipate 
like smoke from one of 
his cigarettes. All of the 
reassuring words in the 
world could not shake 
the betrayal 
possessing his mind 
and turning his heart 
against you. 

“I will,” he replies, his 
white face strained and 
his voice choked with 
turbulent emotions 
and unspoken 
goodbyes as he raises 
the gun to your head. 

Your eyes flutter shut, 
your consciousness 
going in and out, but 
you don’t miss the 
thunderous sound of 
the bullet leaving the 
barrel, and you feel the 
breath leave your body. 
But the cold floor 
beneath your head 
doesn’t give way to the 
fields of wildflowers 
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have, and you feel your 
body rattle, very real, 
raw pain exploding 
through it as 
something hits the 
floor like a dead weight 
next to you. 

Drawing in a ragged 
breath, you allow your 
head to drop to the 
side. Eric’s glazed eyes 
stare into yours, blood 
dripping down his head 
like crimson tears from 
the guilt of his 
transgressions. You 
feel your own eyes 
widen, your sluggish 
thoughts trying to 
process the 
lifelessness in his 
vacant expression. The 
gun he’d so mercilessly 
shot you and then 
himself with is cast 
carelessly on the 
ground, it’s once 
chilling luster now dull. 
Stretching out a shaky 
hand, you grip his, 
trying feebly to shake 
him awake. 

“Eric,” you rasp 
hoarsely, your voice so 
quiet, even you can 
barely hear it. Your 
blood is mixing with 
his until you can’t tell 
the difference, can’t 
tell if it’s his blood is 
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if he’s alive or if you are 
either. 

Someone grabs you, 
shoving their face into 
your line of vision and 
speaking urgently with 
a smile full of false, 
feeble reassurance. 

You gaze at Eric as the 
person drags you away 
from him, your legs 
leaving a trail of blood 
as you think 
absentmindedly that 
he looks so tragically 
handsome, his arm 
flung in your direction 
as though he was 
reaching for you even 
in the final moments of 
his life. 

As the room begins to 
spin, you can’t be sure, 
but you think you hear 
him whisper, “I’m 
sorry.” 

“So am I,” you croak, 
your vision spiraling 
into darkness. 

So am I. 


The graduation cap is 
perched on your head, 
the tassel tickling your 
cheek as you take a 
deep, trembling 
breath. Your legs shake 


shocked gasps and 
scattered applause 
from the crowd. The 
bright white stage 
lights blind you, sweat 
beading on your 
forehead as you find 
your balance. You 
barely even register 
the cheers as you 
make your way up the 
steps, so focused on 
putting one leaden foot 
in front of the other 
that you don’t even 
realize you’re at the top 
until you are greeted 
by the warm smile of 
your principal. 

Squinting out at the 
sea of people, you feel 
pride surge in your 
chest as you look back, 
the wheelchair that 
confined you for so 
many months after the 
shooting finally a thing 
of the past. Your 
kneecap, the victim of 
Eric’s twisted target 
practice, has finally 
healed, at least as 
much as it is going to, 
and walking is now a 
reality, not just an 
aspiration. 

Your hand curls around 
the piece of paper, not 
just a reminder of your 
amassed intelligence 


the long road to 
recovery you trudged 
through for so long. 
Gazing past your 
principal, you can’t 
help but feel the 
familiar ache in your 
chest that has never 
gone away, a sort of 
regret perhaps, not for 
anything you did, but 
that the old dreams of 
your future now haunt 
your nightmares. 

Your smile falters. 

That the boy you’d 
been willing to promise 
your life to had tried to 
take yours away. 

That when you look at 
your fellow classmates, 
all so close to starting 
new lives, you don’t 
see him because his is 
already over. 

Edging back down the 
stairs cautiously as 
though it’s Everest and 
not ten steps, the 
praise and acceptance 
you’ve been craving for 
so long suddenly 
sounds empty and 
foreign. Taking a seat 
next to a boy you’ve 
seen in every class but 
never spoken to, you 
exchange forced 
smiles, shuffling your 


wishing it was Eric’s 
hand brushing against 
yours, not this almost- 
stranger’s. 

As you watch your 
classmates accept 
their graduation 
certificates with 
radiant smiles, you 
realize that, while 
you’ve felt loneliness 
before, it’s never been 
quite this acute. The 
kids slowly fill up the 
rows of chairs in the 
auditorium, smiling 
and laughing and not 
directing any of it at 
you. Strangely, you’re 
okay with it, because 
it’s easy to not care 
when people you 
already dislike pay you 
no mind. But it’s 
harder to stomach the 
ache when the one 
person you loved most 
turned their back on 
you. 

A grim smile flickers 
across your face, and 
you grind your teeth 
together. You’ve been 
over this a thousand 
times, with your 
parents, with your 
therapist, with 
yourself. You can 
practically hear the 
aggravatingly calm 
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fault. 

You didn't cheat on 
him. 

He i/i/as the one who 
made that choice. 

He crossed that line. 

And, your favorite: 
don't worry about it 
anymore. 

As if it were that easy. 
You clench the tulle of 
your dress in your fist 
almost as tightly as 
you smile out at the 
sea of people. All of a 
sudden, you feel like 
screaming. Tears sting 
your eyes, and you 
have an urge to just 
have a meltdown right 
here. Just scream, and 
cry, and wail about 
how unfair everything 
is and ask some deity 
up in the sky why me? 

But you don’t. The 
ceremony drags on, 
and kids perform 
speeches you know 
they waited until the 
night before to write, 
and they say a lot of 
nice things that don’t 
mean anything, and 
you think to yourself 
will it always be this 
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Will I always feel like a 
shell of who I was? 

“That was never what I 
wanted.” 

The familiar voice is 
like a defibrillator, 
shocking your frozen 
heart and filling you 
with the breath of life. 
It’s as though you were 
dead before, sitting 
listlessly in the sea of 
people, your body 
leaden and your mind 
vacant, but now you’re 
not filled with a 
powerful, vital force. 
Whirling around in your 
seat forcefully enough 
to attract several 
curious pairs of eyes, 
your searching eyes 
are left wanting when 
they don’t find Eric’s 
black clad figure. 

You’ve never been one 
to trust a “gut feeling,” 
but when you feel a 
magnetic force pulling 
at your core, you follow 
it without a second 
thought. The hallways 
are empty, the 
resounding thunder of 
applause fading as you 
shut the auditorium 
door, watching the 
blonde boy at the end 
of the hallway 
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intentions curiously. 

His fingers trail down 
his old locker still 
stained with insults 
scrawled across the 
cool metal in the wake 
of his infamy, remorse 
softening a face built 
to embody cruel 
apathy. “Hey,” you call, 
a simple greeting 
where you always 
imagined there’d be 
angry accusations. He 
stiffens, his fingers 
stilling on the locker 
door, his eyes closing 
briefly at the sound of 
your voice as though 
he’s been waiting an 
eternity to hear it 
again. 

You allow your eyes to 
run across his body 
hungrily, sharpening 
your hazy memories of 
him, your senses on 
fire as your heart races 
and you realize the love 
of your life is standing 
ten feet away from 
you. It’s a second 
before you wonder 
why he isn’t advancing 
towards you, opening 
his arms, or crying how 
much he missed you. 

When he finally turns 
towards you, his skin is 


eyes are a grim, lifeless 
grey. Though his 
physical body hasn’t 
aged a day, the look in 
his eyes is as old as 
Rome as though a 
thousand lifetimes 
have passed since his 
untimely death, not a 
few years. The brief, 
tight smile flickering 
across his gaunt face is 
gone so fast it doesn’t 
even reach his eyes, 
and a troubled feeling 
settles within your 
chest. 

“Hey,” he replies 
quietly, his voice 
creaking as though he 
hasn’t used it since 
that fateful day. The 
weight of his unspoken 
apology hangs heavily 
in the silence, and you 
feel yourself waiting 
anxiously for those two 
words you aren’t sure 
will ever be spoken 
aloud. 

His eyes plead with 
you to understand. I'm 
sorry I didn't believe 
you. 

His strong, hard mouth 
trembles. I'm sorry I 
attempted to take your 
life. 
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apology is too little too 
late. 

His cracked lips finally 
move, and they 
whisper, “I’m sorry.” 

Those two words undo 
a knot of fear within 
your chest, and you 
feel the tension 
dissipating from your 
body. You hear all the 
double meanings and 
silent pleas in those 
two words, and yet you 
still find yourself 
craving to hear him 
admit them out loud. 

“Sorry for what?” 

The silence roaring in 
your ears is deafening, 
more ominous than a 
breeze floating 
through the ruins of a 
once great city or the 
soft exhalation of a 
person’s last breath. 
“Everything,” he finally 
replies, blinking back 
tears and shuffling his 
feet like this is grade 
school and not the 
most climatic moment 
of your life. 

“Everything?” You 
reply, you brow 
furrowing as you 
wonder what exactly 


He looks up at you like 
a child might look at 
the gravestone of their 
fallen parents, 
wounded and 
anguished, and his 
voice is depressingly 
desolate and forlorn 
when he replies softly, 
“Especially meeting 
you.” 

It feels like the air has 
been sucked out of the 
room. Your jaw drops, 
and you blink, hoping 
you heard him wrong 
but terrified that you 
didn’t. 

“Meeting you was the 
worst thing I could’ve 
done,” he adds weakly, 
as though trying to 
convince himself as 
well as you, his 
expression almost a 
grimace when he 
studies your appalled 
expression, seeming 
pained but 
unapologetic. 

You shake your head, 
dumbfounded and at a 
loss. “Did you ever love 
me?” You ask quietly, 
feeling small and 
vulnerable like a 
helpless child lost in a 
dense crowd. 
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missing a beat, moving 
towards you and 
raising his hand as 
though to tuck your 
hair behind your ear 
reassuringly. But his 
hand freezes, hovering 
over your cheek, fear 
flashing through his 
eyes as though 
questioning whether or 
not he even deserves 
to hold something so 
precious in his hands. 
The prominent veins in 
his arm stretch out 
across his skin like 
roads on a map, and 
you lean into his touch, 
longing to be desired 
by him once again. “Of 
course I d\d. Always. 
But ril also always 
regret meeting you.” 

“Why?” 

His eyes are troubled, 
and they study you 
carefully as he brushes 
your hair back from 
your forehead, sliding 
his hands up your 
throat and cupping 
your cheeks tenderly. 

“I tried to kill you, Y/n,” 
he replies brokenly, 
and the boy who would 
have rather have died 
on his feet than lived 
on his knees crouches 
in front of you. 


to his heart. “I have 
done nothing to 
deserve your 
forgiveness” he 
croaks, staring up at 
you like you possess 
the only redemption 
he’ll ever find, and he’s 
desperate to have it, 
“But one day I hope 
you’ll find it within you 
to do so.” 

Practically falling onto 
the ground in front of 
him, you throw your 
arms around him, 
pressing your face into 
his soft hair and 
inhaling his familiar 
scent. “Eric...” you 
breathe, and he draws 
you closer, whipcord 
tough arms wrapping 
around you like a 
noose; so 
heartbreakingly 
abominable and yet so 
oddly comforting. 

“You don’t have to say 
anything,” he mumbles 
against your neck, his 
breath warm against 
your skin and sending 
shivers down your 
spine. “I love you,” he 
whispers, pressing a 
kiss right under your 
jaw, and you wonder 
breathlessly if he can 
feel your racing pulse. 


absentmindedly why 
this feels so much like 
the end of the line for 
you two. The trail of his 
fingers down your 
spine grows faint until 
you can hardly feel it at 
all, and the fabric of his 
shirt clutched between 
your fingers seems to 
dissolve into a vapor. 
Even when your eyes 
drift shut as he presses 
a kiss to your lips, his 
touch feels absent, and 
when you look up, he’s 
gone, the only trace 
that he was ever there 
his hat discarded 
carelessly on the dull 
tile floor. 

You sigh, feeling 
defeated as your 
shoulders slump. A 
shadow casts over you, 
falling across the floor 
as footsteps stop right 
behind you, and you 
sigh again, waiting for 
the principal or a staff 
member to inquire 
what you’re doing 
crouched on the floor. 
But you’re startled to 
hear that familiar voice 
ringing out, “You 
coming, or what?” 

Turning around, you 
feel a relieved smile 
tugging at your lips as 


Eric pulls you to your 
feet, pressing a kiss to 
your head. 

“Where are we going?” 

“Wherever you want.” 
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"I think I believed that 
because I hugged 
Dylan and told him I 
loved him, then he 
knew I was there for 
him. Our loved ones’ 
internal experience 
may be very different 
from what we perceive 
it to be, and somehow 
we have to open up 
and allow their internal 
experience to be 
shared so that they 
feel safe enough doing 
that. We have a 
responsibility to listen, 
to share, to not be 
intimidated by or 
horrified by what 
someone’s thoughts 
are, because 
sometimes people 
have horrifying 
thoughts. Allowing 
them to express those 
thoughts might save 
lives. 
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depression. I 
remember him sitting 
on a couch at the end 
of his life and just 
staring into space. He 
had that thousand- 
yard stare. I said, 
“Dylan, are you okay? 
What’s...you’re so 
quiet. Is something the 
matter?” And he stood 
up and said, “Oh, I Just 
have a lot to do. I’ve 
got a lot of homework. 
I’m going to go to my 
room and do my 
homework and go to 
bed early.” So, what do 
I do as a mom? I say, 
“Oh, that’s a great 
idea!” I look back at 
that and I wonder, in 
that moment, what 
might have I done 
differently? What 
would have made it 
possible for me to say, 
“What’s going on? You 
know. I’m not leaving 
until you tell me. I’m 
here to listen. I’m not 
going to judge you.” I 
have had that 
conversation in my 
head a thousand times. 
Just what might have 
helped me get a bigger 
picture that I just 
wasn’t seeing?" 
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eric in fanfics: DADDY 
AF, HAS A 1 FOOT 
DICK, POUNDS INTO 
YOU SO FAST THAT 
YOUR SOUL 
LITERALLY LEAVES 
YOUR BODY AND 
GETS TRANSPORTED 
INTO A PARALLEL 
UNIVERSE, DESTROY 
S YOUR UTERUS, 
MANGLES YOUR 
CLITORIS, FUCKS 
YOURTIDDIES UP, 
ACTUAL SEX GOD IN 
THE FLESH, FIRST 
TIME YOU HAVE SEX 
YOU DIE AND YOUR 
PHYSICAL FORM 
DISINTEGRATES 
LEAVING ONLY A 
LOST SOUL WITHOUT 
A VESSEL 

eric iri: uhghguhh 
hhwo do u put a 
uhhhh,,, condone?? 
on???? ssrouy i dk 
whher th vvageterian & 
clinkclonkdingdong is 
@ FUKC i ccan t do 
thsi im a failure sry 
bbygrill;(((( 
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The last ones 
to leave the 
cafeteria 

There were 456 
students in the 
cafeteria when the 
shooting started on 
Aprii 20th, 1999. Most 
of them, ieft the 
cafeteria by going 
upstairs and hid in 
ciassrooms, or in the 
kitchen or ieaving the 
schooi from other 
exits. But not oniy of 
them ieft. Some stayed 
in the cafeteria untii 
the fire caused my 
Dyian’s Moiotov 
cocktaii. Those 
students were: 


Tyler Anderson 


o 


Tyler was a freshman 
at the time and he was 
sitting at Table VV. He 
stated while he was 
under the table he Just 
saw a big explosion in 
cafeteria and could see 
a large fire coming 
from an area by the 
kitchen counters, and 
when that happened 
he ran out the 
northwest door. 


Mary Campbell 


o 


Mary was a freshman 
too and she was sitting 
at Table L when it 
happened. After a few 
minutes hiding, she 
saw Eric and Dyian 
coming down the 
stairs and stopped on 
the ianding before 
coming totaiiy into the 
cafeteria. From their 
position on the ianding 
of the stairweii, they 
began to shoot across 
the cafeteria, towards 
the center of it. Then 
they waiked into the 
cafeteria towards the 
service iine. They 
occasionaiiy throw 
pipe bombs into the 
center of the cafeteria. 
She said they then got 
in front of the service 
iine and began 
shooting again 


o 


throwing several pipe 
bombs, there was a 
large explosion and a 
large preball and that's 
when she ran out of 
the south door. 

Justin Cozart 


Justin was a 
sophomore at the time 
and he was sitting at 
Table J. He got under 
the table when he saw/ 
the suspects coming 
down the stairs and 
shoot. One of them lit 
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then they fired 
numerous shots. He 
saw them look under 
tables ad fire several 
shots. Then a large fire 
started and he ran 
through the south 
door. He is the student 
in the white shirt in the 
cafeteria footage. 


Lisa Forgan 


o 


Lisa was a Junior at the 
time and she was 
sitting at Table P when 
everything started. 

She saw/ one of the 
shooters near the 
stairs running North 
and West aiong the 
service iine to teachers 
conference room. He 
was shooting a gun 
and throwing pipe 
bombs. 

She saw the 2nd 
gunman appear near 
the bottom of the 
stairs and he w/as firing 
in the air in the 
cafeteria, The 1st 
gunman kept running 
back and forth in front 
of the service iine. 

Then she heard more 
gun fire and a baii of 
pre near the service 
area. She got up and 
ran out the door to the 
south. 


Bryan Grande 


o 


Bryan was a freshmen 
and he was sitting at 
Table L and when 
everything happened 
he got under the table 
and after the students 
ran out, he hid behind 
a trash can. During this 
time he heard 
gunshots and they 
sounded like they were 
coming from the 
library, he didn’t see 
the suspects, but while 
he as hiding he heard 
somebody saying: 
“Let’s shoot up”. 

When he saw an 
explosion take place in 
the cafeteria, he stood 


o 


of the door behind 
him._ 

John Mcmaster 


John was a freshman 
and he i/i/as sitting at 
Table VV and when 
everything happened 
he hid under the tabie 
with a friend. He 
decided to be there 
cause there were 
students being shot as 
they reached the top 
of the stairs. Whiie he 
was there he noticed 
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couldn't say it was 
shooters or students, 
as the table he i/i/as 
hiding behind blocked 
his view and he didn't 
want to move around. 
The he felt a big puff 
and a heat wave 
moved over him, and a 
large amount ofpames 
east of him. 
Immediately he heard 
the sound of running 
water or a hissing 
sound and that's when 
he ran out under the 
table to outside. 

Brittany Weeden 

Brittany i/i/as a 
freshmen and she was 
sitting at Table L and 
when the shooting 
started she hid under 
her table. She said that 
some Janitors were 
running around and 
trying to go up the 
stairs, but someone 
was shooting at them 
from the top of the 
stairs. She recalls that 
someone threw 
something down the 
stairs that explode and 
cause a light to break. 
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After a while, two 
gunmen came down 
the stairs. One of the 
gunmen was wearing a 
white shirt, blue? pants 
and a vest, which held 
some of his gear. He 
also was carrying a 
rifle. The other was 
wearing a black 
trenchcoat?, black 
baseball cap and a 
smaller pistol - like 
gun. 

When they come down 
the stairs, the one with 
the white shirt stayed 
on the stairs, while the 
other walked to the 
northeast corner of the 
cafeteria and started 
shooting at the tables 
and chairs in the 
middle of the cafeteria. 
She heard the gunman 
on the stairs tell the 
other one to shoot 
from the northeast 
corner and then told 
him to come back and 
shoot from the 
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stopped shooting the 
other one came down 
the stairs, stood in the 
middle of the cafeteria 
as well. About this time 
a large fire suddenly 
erupted in the middle 
of the cafeteria near 
the west pillar. When 
this happened all the 
remain students in the 
cafeteria suddenly 
jumped up and ran out 
the south doors of the 
cafeteria. 
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Re-Blogging THIS 
because I have never 
seen it anywhere else. 
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Zj klebola 

klebola 


his legs said: ffl 
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New video by 
Courtney 


New video by 
Courtney 
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The American Tragedy 
documentary! 
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Dylan Klebold as a 
toddler. (American 
Tragedy,2019) 
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Pictures of Dylan 
Klebold from American 
Tragedy 
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Dylan and Byron. 
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Pictures of Dylan 
Klebold from the 
documentary, 

American Tragedy 
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Could you do one with 
gunplay for Eric ? 

smutty gun play with 
eric 

can you please do one 
of gunplay with eric? 

“Eric?” You called out, 
making your way down 
the wooden and 
carpeted staircase. 

“I’m in here..” He 
muttered back, easing 
some of your tension 
as your feet finally 
came in contact with 
the floor. “Where are 
you?” You asked, 
walking towards the 
other end of the room 
where he sat in a 


o 


cushion once he saw 
you, appearing 
somewhat anxious as 
you approached both 
him and his desk. “Get 
down on your knees..” 
He muttered, taking 
you by surprise as he 
pulled out a pistol. 
“Down on the floor..” 
You did as told, peering 
up at him silently for 
his next instruction as 
he shakily tilt the gun 
towards your head. 
“Fucking strip for me..” 
He murmured, 
motioning towards 
your torso and waving 
the gun. You pulled the 
spaghetti strap tank 
top down to your 
abdomen while warily 
glancing back up at 
him, biting back a hiss 
when he pressed the 
gun to your head. He 
peered back down at 
you and your exposed 
breasts, shifting 
against the seat with a 
low groan as you 
tugged at the 
waistband of your silk 
shorts too. You grinded 
your scalp back 
against the gun as you 
leaned down to pull 
your shorts off, 
sending him a dark 
glance as you 
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expression grew softer 
as he watched you 
continue to undress, 
revealing his arousal as 
your fingers crept 
towards your panties. 
You tore your panties 
down, leaning off to 
the side to pull them 
past your legs before 
tossing them beside 
your shorts. He 
stiffened, loosening his 
hold on the gun as you 
peered up at him with 
a obedient stare. He 
removed the gun from 
your head and cocked 
at it, motioning 
towards his thigh or 
crotch. You crawled 
towards his legs, 
spreading your thighs 
apart as you leant 
forward to undo the 
zipper on his black 
cargo pants. He 
pushed the material 
down to his knees after 
you undid the button 
too, yanking his boxers 
past his hips and 
raising his ass from the 
seat. You leaned 
forward and parted 
your lips, letting out a 
moan when you took 
the tip of his cock into 
your mouth. He sighed 
and threw his head 
back, peering down at 


temple as you sucked 
harder at his cock. Your 
mouth glided along his 
erection as he 
squirmed and hissed in 
his seat, making his 
cock harden more. 
“..Baby.” He whined, 
digging the gun into 
your head as you 
peered up at him again 
to take in his reaction. 
He whined louder and 
raised his hips from 
the seat, attempting to 
thrust them before you 
placed your hands 
gently onto both his 
thighs. “(Y/N)..” He 
whined, moaning as 
you ran your mouth 
back and forth along 
his hard and throbbing 
cock. You hummed 
against him, releasing 
a sigh through your 
nostrils when he dug 
the gun back into your 
temple again. “Be 
fucking quiet..” He 
muttered, throwing his 
head back with 
another low groan as 
you continued to 
stimulate him with just 
your mouth. “(Y/N), oh 
god..” He murmured, 
jerking one of his 
knees as he began to 
throb and twitch inside 
your hot and moist 


slid your mouth down 
to the very bottom of 
his cock, mewling as 
his fingers dove for the 
back of your head. 
“Fuck..” He murmured, 
tousling his fingers 
through your hair as 
you drooled down onto 
his cock after slowing 
your movements. 
“Eriiic..” You mumbled, 
whining too before 
moaning down on his 
cock as he thrust it 
into your throat. You 
caressed at his thigh 
and sucked harder, 
releasing a string of 
moans as you ran your 
mouth back and forth 
again with a steadier 
rhythm. He raised his 
hips from the seat a 
number of times, 
panting and burying 
his fingers into your 
scalp after loosening 
his hold on the gun 
again. 

“Fuck, baby..” He 
murmured, shooting 
pre-cum into the back 
of your throat while 
thrusting his hips 
continuously from the 
seat. You choked down 
on his cock, not 
knowing how to react 
when he suddenly 
pulled out from your 
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muttered, raising the 
gun and pointing it at 
you with clear tension 
in his eyes. You laid 
down onto the carpet, 
awkwardly raising your 
head to look at him as 
he straightened his 
back in his chair. 
“Touch yourself..” He 
mumbled, letting out a 
shaky breath as he 
tried to keep his 
composure. You 
clenched your thighs 
together as you 
maintained eye 
contact with him, 
influencing a long sigh 
and moan to leave his 
lips as you ran your 
fingertips along your 
slit. You rubbed harder 
at your bare pussy as it 
began to swell, making 
him blush and shift 
against the chair 
cushion once more. 
“Eriiic..” You drawled, 
biting back a whine as 
you rubbed at your 
swelling and throbbing 
nub until your slit 
pooled with pre-cum. 
“Fuck..” He repeated, 
leaning forward in his 
chair with a gutted 
sound as his cock rose 
and hardened again. 
“You’re so beautiful, 
baby..” He breathed 
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steady his grip on the 
gun. You tilt your head 
off to the side with a 
shaky breath of your 
own, blushing when he 
reached out to grope 
at both your breasts. 
“Eriic..” You repeated, 
mumbling again in a 
small voice as he 
fondled your breasts 
with an attentive yet 
cool expression. “I 
know, baby..” He 
mumbled back, leaning 
down to kiss at your 
forehead before pulling 
away to gaze in on 
your face. You 
quickened the pace of 
your fingers, moaning 
freely as your pussy 
started to throb within 
seconds. “Please..” You 
murmured, spreading 
your thighs farther 
apart as he pinned his 
knees into the carpet 
while examining your 
swollen and clenching 
pussy. He cocked at 
the gun again before 
resting it onto the floor 
beside you both, 
subsiding most of your 
arousal when he 
lowered his head to 
attach his mouth to 
your pussy. You 
gasped and clamped a 
hand down on the 


leave his lips as you ran 
your fingers through 
his buzzed scalp. He 
kissed at your slit, 
moaning in between 
kisses as you reached 
out to clutch at his 
neck again. One of his 
hands groped at your 
breasts again as you 
writhed underneath 
him, making you moan 
and grip at one of his 
shoulders. “Please, 
Eric..” You mumbled, 
throwing your head 
back with a childish 
groan as your body 
began to tremble in 
arousal. He dragged 
his tongue along your 
slit, moaning again as 
he lapped at your pre- 
cum before rubbing at 
your swollen nub with 
his thumb. You hissed 
and raised your hips 
from the carpet, 
whimpering when he 
pinned them both 
down with his hands. 
“No moving..” He 
muttered lowly, 
rubbing faster at your 
stimulated pussy as his 
cock sprang above the 
floor and up against his 
abdomen. You let out a 
frustrated sigh as your 
thighs started to 
twitch, holding back 
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throbbed harder. “You 
want me?” He asked 
after a moment, 
peering down at you 
and receiving a erratic 
nod. 

“Yes..” You murmured, 
throwing your head 
back with a long sigh 
as he raised himself up 
from the floor while 
groping at his erection. 
“Okay, go lay down on 
the bed..” He 
mumbled, 

outstretching his arm 
towards the gun right 
as you shakily got up 
from the floor. You laid 
down on the soft bed, 
releasing another sigh 
as your back met with 
the comforter and 
pillows. He glanced 
down at you with a 
focused gaze, gripping 
the gun in one hand 
before approaching the 
bed. “Eric..” You 
mumbled, peering up 
at him and spreading 
your legs apart. “Touch 
me..” You breathed out, 
sighing again in 
content when he 
reached out to caress 
at both your breasts 
after resting the gun 
down on the foot of 
the bed. He peered 
back down at you as 


observing every 
movement of your 
body. You spread your 
legs farther apart, 
sighing yet again deep 
in your chest as you 
locked gazes with him. 
He ran his hands down 
to your abdomen to 
grasp at both your 
hips, making you gasp 
as he raised them from 
the bed before shoving 
his pants and boxers 
down to the back of his 
knees. “Eric..” You 
mumbled again, 
following his gaze as 
he reached out to take 
the gun back into his 
hand. “Touch yourself 
again..” He muttered, 
bringing your hand 
down on your breast 
before stroking at his 
cock as he clenched 
his fingers around the 
handle of the gun. You 
stroked your fingers 
along your slit, 
furrowing your brows 
as you locked eyes 
with him again. He 
stared back at you as 
he groped and stroked 
too at his cock, 
moaning when you 
used your other hand 
to massage at your 
breasts. You blushed 
again as you continued 


as he pushed the gun 
back against your 
temple. “Faster, I 
wanna see you cum..” 
He muttered, groaning 
lowly under his breath 
as you quickened your 
strokes in between 
tugging at your erect 
nipples. More cum 
pooled out from your 
slit as you awaited his 
next instruction, 
arousing him as he 
groaned some more 
while tightening his fist 
around his cock. 
“(Y/N)..” He whispered, 
tilting the gun against 
your head as you 
rubbed faster at your 
swollen and 
overstimulated pussy. 
“Please, baby..” He 
murmured, parting his 
lips in arousal as he ran 
his hand back and 
forth along his cock. 
You thrust your hips a 
couple of times, 
patiently anticipating 
both orgasm and his 
body as he slowed the 
movement of his hand. 
“I’m gonna fuck you 
now..” He mumbled, 
returning the gun to 
your head and leaning 
forward towards you. 
You whimpered at his 
words, muffling your 
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to kiss you after resting 
the possibly loaded 
gun onto the 
nightstand. “I love 
you.” He muttered, 
slowly pulling away to 
look at you as you 
panted and whined. 

His fingers wrapped 
around yours as he 
continued to peer 
down at you, signaling 
his own content as he 
detached your hand 
from your crotch. “It’s 
okay..” He mumbled, 
kissing at your 
forehead again before 
reattaching your 
mouths together. 

You mewled against 
his lips, tilting your 
head back with a low 
moan as he quietly 
trailed kisses down to 
your jaw. You ran your 
hands down to his 
back, running your 
fingers through his 
scalp again as he 
lowered his head to 
bite into your neck 
with a strangled 
breath. “I love you 
too..” You muttered, 
grunting as he sucked 
marks into your flesh. 
He then hummed and 
bit harder at your neck, 
hissing as you tugged 
at the back of his shirt 
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You murmured, 
hooking your chin over 
the back of his head as 
he kissed down your 
throat. “I want you..” 

He moaned, pulling 
away to clasp at your 
hips again as you 
glanced down at the 
top of his head. His lips 
trailed across your 
breasts and abdomen 
as he crouched over 
your small body, 
distracting you for a 
moment before he 
leant forward to push 
his cock past your 
entrance with a 
stiffened grunt. You 
yelped and clawed at 
his back, moaning and 
arching your back 
against the bed right 
as he raised his shirt 
above his head with an 
amused smile. “..Eric, 
oh god..” You 
whispered, running 
your fingers over his 
arms as he balled his 
fists at each side of 
your waist. “I know, 
baby..” He murmured, 
repeating his earlier 
words as he caressed 
again at your breasts 
before raising your 
hips from the bed. You 
moved your hips back 
against his, making 
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attempted to thrust. 

Your bodies collided 
with one another as he 
thrust in and out of 
you, annihilating all 
your sexual tension. He 
pinned all his weight 
down ontop of you as 
he moved his hips back 
against yours, grunting 
as you peered up at 
him with a string of 
pitched mewls. “Good 
girl..” He mumbled, 
cranking his neck to 
leave a kiss to your 
temple where the gun 
once was. “Baby..” He 
purred, parting his lips 
again in euphoria as his 
entire body throbbed 
with arousal. You 
raised one hand to cup 
at his cheek, meeting 
his gaze as he peered 
back down at you with 
a low moan. “I love 
you..” You mumbled, 
pressing a kiss to his 
nose as he blushed 
with a vulnerable and 
soft expression. 

“Baby..” He repeated, 
lowering his gaze and 
groaning. “I love you so 
much more than you 
know..“ 
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Between 
Friends (Eric x 
Reader x 
Dylan) 

*** REPOST DUE TO 
MY BLOG GETTING 
DELETED*** 

It was a Friday night 
and you were having a 
sleepover with your 
boyfriend, Dylan, and 
your best friend, Eric. 
You transferred to 
Columbine High 
School your junior year 
and the three of you 
quickly became known 
as The Three 
Musketeers’ - you 
were inseparable. 
Thankfully, none of 
that changed when 
you and Dylan started 
dating. You were 
listening to music and 
taking turns swigging 
from a bottle of vodka 
that Dylan had brought 
along. You didn’t have 
to worry about the 
Harris’ coming 
downstairs because 
they had gone out for 
dinner leaving the 
three of you 
unattended. You were 
about % of the way 
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started to get a little 
deeper. With senior 
year conning to an end, 
you were sharing your 
fears and hopes for the 
future. 

“I’m 18 years old and 
never been kissed. 

How embarrassing is 
that?” Eric was trying 
to pick the label off the 
vodka bottle. He 
always fidgeted when 
he was nervous. 

“It’s no big deal. It’s 
just a kiss,” Dylan had 
one arm wrapped 
loosely around your 
waist. His fingers 
lightly tickling your 
side. 

“That’s easy for you to 
say. You’ve got Y/N,” 
Eric was usually pretty 
good about being the 
third wheel but tonight 
he looked lonely. The 
alcohol had loosened 
his inhibitions and his 
true feelings were 
being exposed. 

“It’ll happen, Eric. 
You’re a good looking 
guy and the right girl 
will come along. I just 
know it,” You felt bad 
for him. You didn’t like 
flaunting your 
relationship in front of 
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keep your hands off 
Dylan. You were still in 
that ‘honeymoon’ 
phase where you were 
fucking like rabbits - in 
the car, in the 
bathroom at school 
and even in the 
changing rooms at the 
local mall. Your lust 
was insatiable. 

“But when, Y/N? I can’t 
go off to the Marine 
Corps a fuckin’ virgin 
who’s never been 
kissed,” he let out a 
huff of frustration. 

Dylan looked over at 
you and raised his 
eyebrows. You didn’t 
know what he had in 
mind but he was 
definitely scheming up 
something. 

“Why don’t you kiss 
Y/N?” he suggested to 
Eric as if it was the 
most normal thing in 
the world. 

“What? She’s your 
girl,” you raised your 
eyebrows when he 
didn’t immediately say 
‘no’. 

“Yeah but it’s just a 
kiss. It doesn’t mean 
anything. And if it 
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You couldn’t believe 
what you were hearing. 
Sure you found Eric 
attractive but you were 
in love with Dylan. And 
what if things got 
weird afterwards? You 
couldn’t stand losing 
your best friend over a 
stupid kiss. 

“Y/N? Are you 
comfortable with 
this?” Eric interrupted 
your thoughts. 

“Y-yeah. Like Dylan 
said, it’s just a kiss,” to 
your surprise you 
found yourself 
agreeing. 

Eric took another swig 
from the bottle and 
passed it to you. You 
threw your head back 
and let the clear liquid 
slide down your throat. 
You grimaced at the 
burn. 

You crawled over to 
Eric. He looked as 
terrified as you felt. 

“Are you sure you’re ok 
with this, Dyl?” you 
gave him one last 
chance to change his 
mind. 

“Well, I’m not gonna do 
it,” He grabbed the 


the couch. 


You knelt in front of 
Eric and sat back on 
your heels. He 
swallowed loudly and 
his Adam’s apple 
bobbed. You had never 
seen him look so 
nervous. You were 
nervous too - you had 
only ever kissed Dylan. 
You were excited 
though. You wanted to 
know what he felt like, 
what he tasted like. 

You took a deep breath 
and placed your hands 
on his thighs. His eyes 
looked down at your 
hands on his thighs 
before meeting your 
own. You had never 
noticed how beautiful 
Eric’s eyes were. A 
forest green with tiny 
flecks of gold. You 
closed your eyes and 
leaned forward, 
pressing your lips 
against his. His lips 
were dry and a little 
rough as they moved 
against your own. It 
was a gentle kiss. You 
didn’t want to push the 
boundaries or make 
Dylan feel 

uncomfortable. Before 
you both got too 
carried away, you 
pulled back. Eric still 
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Dylan who was nursing 
the bottle of vodka. 

“You call that a kiss? 
Use your tongue ” his 
eyes were dark, not 
from jealously, but... 
was he turned on? 

You turned back to 
Eric and took his face 
in your hands. You 
kissed him again. This 
time with more 
passion. You couldn’t 
believe you were 
making out with your 
best friend - while 
your boyfriend 
watched. The whole 
situation was so... 
wrong. But if it was 
wrong, why did it feel 
so good? You crawled 
onto Eric’s lap until you 
were straddling him. 
You wanted, no 
needed, to get closer 
to him. He rested his 
hands on your hips 
while your hands ran 
through his short, 
spiky hair. He didn’t 
know what he was 
doing but he was 
following your lead. 
Your tongue flicked 
against his and he let 
out a groan. That 
brought you back 
down to earth and you 
quickly scrambled off 
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your hand. 

“Fuckin’ hell,” Eric 
grumbled as he tried to 
tuck in his hard on 
before you could 
notice. 

You blushed. You 
couldn’t believe that 
you had made your 
best friend hard. He 
must’ve enjoyed the 
kiss as much as you 
did. You were flattered 
that he found you 
attractive. 

“Sweetie, why don’t 
you take care of that 
for Reb? Hmm?” Dylan 
leaned over to tuck 
your hair behind your 
ear. His eyes were 
glassy, clearly the 
alcohol was having an 
effect on him. 

You bit your lip and 
looked at Eric. It was 
clear that he wanted 
you to. He couldn’t 
keep his eyes off you. 
His cheeks were 
flushed pink and his 
breathing was slightly 
faster than normal. You 
wanted him too. Even 
if it wasjustforthe 
night. 

Eric laid back and 
rested on his elbows. 
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his jeans and pulled his 
cock out. He wasn’t as 
long as Dylan but he 
was thicker. You 
wrapped your hand 
around him and 
stroked him a few 
times. Getting used to 
the feel of having him 
in your hands. You 
flicked your hair over 
one shoulder and leant 
forward to place a 
gentle lick on the very 
tip of his cock. 

“Oh fuck!” Eric’s head 
dropped back. 

Your lips slid down his 
shaft, taking him 
entirely into your 
mouth. You looked up 
at Eric who was biting 
his lip. Trying to keep 
his moans to himself. 
You sucked him gently, 
using your tongue to 
massage the underside 
of his shaft. 

“Such a good girl,” 
Dylan stroked your hair 
as your head bobbed 
up and down. 

You took him deep in 
your throat, burying 
your nose in his pubic 
hair. His tip hit the 
back of your throat and 
you gagged around his 
cock. 


cock” Dylan was 
palming himself 
through his jeans as he 
watched you suck off 
his best friend. 

Eric’s lips were swollen 
from your make out 
session earlier. His 
chest was rising and 
falling rapidly in sync 
with his breathing. 
Suddenly, he thrust his 
hips up pushing 
himself deeper into 
your throat. You were 
taken by surprise and 
tried to pull back but 
Dylan held your head 
in place, forcing you to 
take Eric’s cock. 

You were getting so 
turned on. Your panties 
were getting damp. 

You were sucking off 
your best friend while 
your boyfriend 
watched and 
encouraged you. It was 
so taboo. Out of the 
corner of your eye, you 
saw Dylan unzip his 
jeans and pull his cock 
out. 

“Suck on his balls, 
Y/N,” Dylan pumped 
himself as he watched 
you and Eric. 

You let Eric’s cock slip 
from your mouth with 
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mouth. You used your 
hand to stroke his 
cock, keeping him 
hard. 

“She’s good with her 
tongue, isn’t she?” 
Dylan said proudly. 

“Oh fuck yeah!” Eric’s 
agreed. 

Eric’s moans were 
getting louder and you 
knew he was getting 
close. You sped up a 
little, sucking harder. It 
didn’t take long for him 
to blow, shooting his 
cum down your throat. 
You swallowed his load 
- a proud smile on your 
face. 

“Come here, sweetie,” 
Dylan patted his lap 
and you crawled over. 
He picked you up by 
your hips and placed 
you on his lap. “You did 
so good.” 

You rolled your hips 
back and forth. 
Grinding yourself 
against Dylan’s hard 
on. You were so turned 
on and desperate for 
friction. Dylan’s hand 
slid into your panties. 
He smirked when you 
found you soaking wet. 


o 


bothered, sweetie?” 

“Yes. Please, Dyl.” 

“You’ve been such a 
good girl. And good 
girls get rewards.” 

He pulled your panties 
to the side and you sat 
down on his cock. 
Sighing in relief when 
he was finally buried 
inside of you. Dylan 
rarely let you go on top 
but you loved riding 
him. 

Eric watched while you 
bounced up and down 
on Dylan’s cock. Your 
head fell back and 
Dylan took the 
opportunity to kiss and 
suck on your neck. 

Eric kneeled behind 
you, running his hands 
up and down your 
sides and kissing your 
neck. You felt his 
flaccid dick brush up 
against your bare ass. 

“You’re so sexy, Y/N,” 
he whispered against 
your skin. 

He hands snaked 
around to your front 
and he grabbed both 
your breasts in his 
hands, massaging 
them gently. He rolled 
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and you let out a 
moan. 

Dylan thumbed your 
clit as he continued to 
assault your neck. The 
pad of his thumb 
drawing small circles 
on your swollen nub - 
sending jolts of 
electricity through 
your entire body. 

“Come on, baby,” he 
mumbled. 

Your muscles tensed 
and released as your 
orgasm took over. It 
felt like a fire that 
started in your belly 
and spread to the very 
tips of your fingers and 
toes. You chanted 
Dylan’s name like a 
prayer as you came 
down from your high. 

“Such a good girl.” He 
continued to rub your 
clit as you whimpered 
pathetically. Your 
whole body twitched 
uncontrollably from 
the over stimulation. 

“Open up, sweetie,” 

You let Dylan’s cock 
slip out of you - still 
rock hard. You knelt 
before him with your 
tongue poking out. You 


eyes. Using your cum 
as lube, he stroked 
himself a few times 
before shooting him 
cum into your waiting 
mouth. 

“That was fuckin’ hot,” 

Eric smirked. 

“Don’t get used to it, 

Reb. She’s my girl.” 

Dylan pulled you close 
to his chest and kissed 
you tenderly on the 
forehead. 
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Do a part 2 of Eric 
catches Dylan jacking 
off to his girlfriend 
and ask if he wants to 
fuck her and Dylan 
says he wants to call 
her princess or baby 
girl 

His eyes scanned the 
monitor in front of him 
as he sat at his desk 
again, unable to shrug 
off his sexual thoughts 
nearly 24 hours later. 
“Goddammit.” He 
murmured to himself, 
sighing as he shoved 


before taking his bare 
cock into his hand. 
“Not now, baby..” He 
mumbled, groping at 
his cock and raising his 
hips from the seat. 
“Fuck..” Faint 
footsteps made their 
way towards the 
bedroom, unaware to 
him as he threw his 
head back with a long 
sigh while tightening 
his fingers around his 
erection. “(Y/N)..” He 
breathed out, 
murmuring in a soft 
voice. “Oh fuck, baby..” 
The footsteps stopped 
right beside the door 
as he began to spray 
some pre-cum out 
from his twitching 
cock, still unaware to 
him as he remained 
focused on his inner 
thoughts and 
computer monitor. 
“(Y/N), please..” He 
whispered, leaning 
back in his seat and 
spreading his legs 
apart with another 
sigh. The door creeped 
open as he tugged at 
his cock, alarming him 
within seconds as he 
caught the sight of his 
friend a few feet away. 
“Yo, V..” Eric mumbled, 
freezing in his tracks 


flinched and hurriedly 
pulled both his boxers 
and jeans back on, 
grimacing. “What the 
fuck, man? don’t you 
know how to knock?” 
Eric calmly 
approached him and 
the desk, shrugging off 
the awkward 
encounter as he 
paused beside the 
computer. “Sorry, do 
you still have those 
burn CDs I gave you?” 
He asked, looking away 
from him as Dylan 
grabbed a stack of 
clear CD cases off the 
shelf above their 
heads. “Thanks..” He 
mumbled, taking the 
cases from his hands 
and pausing again with 
a sigh. Dylan blushed 
as he turned his head 
towards the monitor, 
still annoyed and 
flustered as he closed 
the pornographic tabs 
on the screen before 
opening up a 
completely blank one. 
“So, why were you 
saying my girlfriend’s 
name?” Eric then 
asked, meeting his 
friend’s eyes as he 
glanced back at him 
timidly. “(Y/N)? I don’t 
fucking know..” He 
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a web address. “Do 
you want to fuck her?” 
Eric questioned, 
pinning his hands 
down on the edge of 
the desk. Dylan sighed 
and raised his back 
from the chair, 
nodding as his friend 
continued to throw 
question after question 
at him. “Yeah, really 
fucking bad..” He 
grumbled, smoothing 
one hand over his 
crotch as his cock 
started to twitch again. 
“Do you want me to 
like, bring her over?” 
Eric mumbled, being 
taken by surprise when 
Dylan shot his head up 
to mutter out a 
specifically detailed 
confession. “I want to 
call her my babygirl 
and just slap at her 
cute ass..” Eric blushed 
as he stood there, 
responding back in 
another calm voice. “... 
Okay, I can go pick her 
up right now if you 
want..” He mumbled, 
continuing. “Maybe 
seeing her will help you 
get the job done..” 
Dylan squirmed in his 
seat as he glanced 
back at him, nodding 
again as he faced the 
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ril call her ass up.” He 
mumbled, walking 
back towards the door 
to go use the 
telephone downstairs. 
Dylan nodded to 
himself as Eric left the 
room, trembling in his 
seat as he shakily 
typed out the previous 
porn web address 
before stroking at his 
cock from underneath 
his boxers. “..(Y/N).” He 
whined, releasing a 
shaky breath as he 
stared back at the 
images of women 
bound and aroused. “..I 
want you, baby.” His 
cock started to throb 
as his arousal hit him 
again like a virus, 
turning all his attention 
back on both you and 
the images. “Please, 
ba bygirl..” 


“Follow me..” Eric 
murmured, taking your 
hand into his as he 
made his way up the 
staircase. “Why are we 
here?” You asked, 
furrowing your brows 
as he led you towards 
the door to Dylan’s 
bedroom. “We’re 
gonna hang out with 
Dylan for a while..” Eric 


as he led you inside. 
You wandered your 
eyes around the inside 
of the room, meeting 
Dylan’s eyes when he 
peered up at you from 
his computer chair. 
“Hey, Dylan..” You 
mumbled softly, 
pausing beside Eric as 
he sat down in the 
chair next to him. “So 
Doom?” He asked, 
tilting his head to flash 
him a knowing look as 
he shyly glanced back 
at the screen and 
keyboard. You wrapped 
both your arms around 
Eric as he lazily laid 
back in his seat, 
darting your eyes 
between the two of 
them as the game 
booted up on the 
screen. “Your room is 
nice, Dylan..” You 
mumbled after a 
minute, breathing in 
his scent as you 
continued to stand 
beside Eric. He nodded 
up at you before 
turning back towards 
the screen, focusing on 
the game as he 
selected a difficulty 
level. They both 
focused on the 
monitor as Dylan 
began to play, almost 


back at their faces with 
a bored sigh, 
wandering your eyes 
back around the room 
as you tried to come 
up with the answer to 
why Eric brought you 
here. “Eric, I’m bored..” 
You mumbled, hooking 
your chin over his 
shoulder with another 
but frustrated sigh. He 
raised his head to 
smile at you as Dylan 
stared back at the 
screen in 

concentration, lighting 
the mood when he 
tugged your head 
towards his to kiss you. 
“Relax, we haven’t 
been here that long..” 
He mumbled, giggling 
when you frowned and 
walked away from him 
and the desk. You 
glanced up at the 
posters on the wall, 
blushing as you took 
notice of the images of 
models and sexual 
illustration album art of 
KMFDM & White 
Zombie. “Shoot it, look 
behind you..” Eric 
mumbled, leaning 
towards Dylan as they 
grew focused on the 
game. You turned back 
towards them with a 
blush, glancing at the 
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mercilessly at the keys. 
“My legs hurt.” You 
mumbled, frowning 
again at Eric as he 
giggled and massaged 
at them comically. 
“Aww..” He cooed, 
slouching against his 
seat as he glanced 
back at the screen with 
amusement You 
whined and stomped 
your foot, letting out a 
gutted sound when 
Eric wrapped his arms 
around your waist to 
tug you into his chest. 
“Why don’t you sit next 
to Dylan?” He teased, 
smirking down at you. 
You squirmed against 
his lap as he grinned 
down at you, noticing 
Dylan smile to himself 
from the corner of your 
eye. “Come sit next to 
me..” Dylan mumbled, 
motioning you towards 
him. “Pull up another 
chair for her..” He 
cooed too, glancing 
back at Eric as he 
smiled down at you. 
Eric pushed a chair 
inbetween both their 
seats, sighing as you 
sat down ontop of it 
with a blush. “Okay..” 
You mumbled, darting 
your eyes around 
between the two of 
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keyboard. You blushed 
harder as he 
outstretched one arm 
across the table, 
noticing that your 
breasts were only a 
few inches away from 
their hands. Minutes 
passed as you all sat in 
silence, making you 
grow less 

uncomfortable as the 
sexual frustration 
seemed to come over 
them. Eric shot him a 
glance as you tiredly 
stared back at the 
monitor, gaining his 
attention as he peered 
back down at you too 
before typing faster at 
the keys. “(Y/N)..” Eric 
muttered, scooting his 
chair towards yours. 
“Look at me..” 

You raised your head to 
glance up at him as his 
chair restricted you 
from moving away 
from them both, 
blushing when he 
exchanged a smirk 
with him from across 
the desk. “Do you like 
Dylan?” He asked, 
making you blush 
harder as Dylan 
glanced backdown at 
you again. “Yeah..” You 
murmured, peering up 
at Dylan as he gave 
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turning your head to 
look at Eric as he 
exchanged another 
vague glance with him. 
“I was wondering if 
you were okay with 
letting us both fuck 
you..” You furrowed 
your brows as Eric 
peered down at you 
with an amused smile, 
not knowing how to 
react. “Why?” You 
asked again, leaning 
into Dylan’s side with 
another blush as he 
slung his arm over the 
back of your chair. “I’ll 
only fuck her if she 
wants me to..” He 
muttered, peering back 
down at you as Eric’s 
gaze grew intense. “Do 
you want him to?” Eric 
muttered, wrapping his 
arm around your back. 
You blushed and 
squirmed against the 
chair, feeling your body 
start to tremble as 
their bodies locked 
around you like a cage. 
You exchanged a 
glance with Eric, 
turning to look at 
Dylan when he 
muttered, “I’m fine 
with it..” Dylan’s eyes 
grew clear with arousal 
as he leaned back in 
his chair, exposing his 
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to pause the game. 
“Yeah..” You 
murmured, feeling 
chills roll down your 
spine as Dylan 
slouched back against 
the chair to mock your 
words. “Yeah?” He 
repeated, softening his 
voice almost 
mockingly. Eric giggled 
in amusement, stifling 
a laugh through his 
nostrils as you peered 
up at Dylan with a 
submissive whine. 

Dylan giggled too, 
exchanging a glance 
with Eric as he opened 
up his web browser to 
type in one of his 
saved pornographic 
addresses. “Why don’t 
we look at some porn 
so we can get her 
worked up?” He asked, 
mumbling to himself. 
Your face flushed as 
you warily glanced 
back at the screen, 
burning when he 
scrolled down at the 
main page that was full 
of images and erotic 
text linking to specific 
pages targeted for 
fetishes. Your pussy 
started to throb as you 
shyly peered up at the 
images, swelling when 
he immediately dove 
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your hips from the 
seat, glancing down at 
his hand as he rubbed 
at your swelling nub 
with his long fingers. 
His onyx ring gleamed 
under the light of the 
monitor, grazing 
against your slit as 
your entire pussy 
started to throb and 
swell. “Dyl..” You 
mewled, making him 
smirk as he clicked 
onto one of the fetish 
pages. Eric leaned into 
his palm and kicked his 
legs apart, feeling his 
cock harden through 
his black cargo pants 
as Dylan skimmed 
through a whole page 
of nothing but images. 
Bound women covered 
the screen, orgasming 
while restrained under 
the hold of dominant 
men or women. You 
whimpered and rocked 
against the seat, 
clutching at his hand 
as he slipped it farther 
underneath your 
panties while shoving 
your pants away from 
your hips. His fingers 
rubbed harder at your 
slit, stimulating you 
with twice as much 
pressure as your hips 
began to jerk in 


as he rubbed faster at 
your swollen nub, 
hissing as he let out a 
deep chuckle. 
“..Daddy.” You blurted 
out, falling back 
against the chair with a 
long sigh as he stroked 
lightly at your swollen 
and enlarged nub. 
“Dyl..” You murmured, 
arching your back and 
panting as he gazed in 
on your face. “Please..” 
He reached out to 
impulsively pull your 
shirt off, making you 
gasp and cover your 
exposed breasts as 
they bounced from his 
quick action. He leaned 
forward with a 
strangled breath as 
you blushed up at him, 
cranking his neck to 
suck on your erect 
nipples after gently 
removing your fingers 
from off your chest. 
“..Dylan.” You moaned, 
feeling him lace his 
fingers with yours as 
he kissed at both of 
your breasts. Eric 
panted and squirmed 
against his seat, 
smoothing his hand 
over his cock as Dylan 
pulled away to look at 
you while caressing 
and squeezing at your 
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locking gazes with you 
as you trembled 
against him. You 
nodded back at him, 
letting out another 
moan when he leaned 
in to attach his mouth 
to yours. “Okay..” He 
mumbled, kissing too 
at your forehead. 
“..Eric.” He then 
muttered, tilting his 
head to glance at him. 
Eric nodded and 
sighed, bopping his 
knee up and down as 
his dick started to 
strain against his 
pants. “Sure, do 
whatever you want 
with her..” 

Dylan tilt his head to 
look at you too, letting 
the reality of the 
situation sink in when 
he opened his mouth 
to mutter, “Go lay 
down on the bed..” You 
shakily stood up from 
the chair while pulling 
at the waistband of 
your pants, feeling 
both their eyes on you 
as you made your way 
towards the bed. Dylan 
got up from the rolling 
chair and followed 
after you, trying to 
contain his arousal as 
his dick began to strain 
too against his jeans. 
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up at him, breathing in 
his scent again as he 
wrapped both his arms 
around you. “Airight..” 
He murmured, ietting 
out a iong sigh as you 
buried your face into 
his neck. “Bend over 
for me, baby..” He 
mumbied, cranking his 
neck to peer down at 
you and kiss at your 
tempie. You did as toid, 
nuzziing your face 
against one of his 
piiiows when he 
reieased another 
strangied breath at the 
sight of your bare ass. 
“Oh, babygiri..” He 
muttered, ciasping at 
your ass and running 
his fingers aiong your 
pussy. “So obedient.” 
You raised your ass 
from the bed, whining 
against the piiiow as he 
rubbed at your siit 
again. “Be quiet..” He 
mumbied, groping at 
your ass and ieaning 
down to speak into 
your ear. “You’re 
mine..” He whispered, 
kissing down your jaw 
and throat as you 
raised your head to iet 
out a moan from his 
words. His hands 
tugged at your pants 
as they hung around 


from your legs as he let 
out a groan before 
prying off your panties 
too. “Dyl..”You 
murmured, peeking 
over your shoulder to 
look at him while 
spreading your thighs 
apart. He pulled your 
shirt above your head 
too, tossing it back at 
Eric as he made his 
way towards the bed. 
“Dyl, please..” You 
whispered, reaching 
out to take his hand 
right as he tilt his head 
to peer back down at 
you again. He raised 
his other hand to 
fondle with your 
breasts, still 
maintaining eye 
contact as you 
squeezed at his 
fingers. Eric paused 
beside the bed, gaining 
Dylan’s attention again 
when he massaged at 
your breasts while 
tilting his head to 
shoot him a sharp 
glance. “Are you okay 
if I watch?” Eric asked, 
receiving a shrug from 
Dylan as he leaned 
down again to kiss at 
your temple. You faced 
the pillow in front of 
you, unable to look at 
either of them as Dylan 
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belt Eric’s eyes burned 
into you as he 
continued to watch 
from afar, 
embarrassing you 
slightly as the belt 
around Dylan’s jeans 
began to jingle. You 
raised your head to 
look at them both after 
a minute, blushing 
when you took notice 
of the shy yet cocky 
smile on Dylan’s face. 
“Dylan, please..” You 
mumbled, whimpering. 
“Hurry up..” Eric 
sighed and ran his 
hand over his crotch, 
glancing back up at 
Dylan as he gazed in 
on your needy 
expression before 
abruptly slapping at 
your ass. You leant 
forward with a gutted 
cry, rocking back and 
forth against the bed 
*s Eric paused beside 
the bed with a laugh. 
“I’m sorry, baby..” 

Dylan murmured, 
rubbing his hand over 
your ass where he had 
hit you. “Spread your 
legs for me..” 

You spread your thigh 
farther apart, moaning 
again in relief when he 
massaged at your 
swollen pussy with his 


mumbled, running his 
hand over his crotch 
with his other hand. 
You sighed and rocked 
your hips back against 
him, hearing faint and 
moist sounds erupt 
from your slit as he ran 
his fingers over it. 
“Fuck..” Eric 
murmured, mirroring 
Dylan’s own arousal as 
he groaned again while 
shoving his jeans down 
to the back of his 
knees. “Fuck, baby..” 
Dylan murmured too, 
running his hands over 
your ass and clearing 
his throat as he 
pressed his erection up 
against your slit. Eric 
glanced down at you 
as he crouched at the 
side of the bed, 
brushing your hair out 
from your eyes as your 
face remained buried 
against the pillows. 
“You okay?” He asked, 
receiving a nod from 
you as Dylan glanced 
down at you both 
before tugging his 
boxers past his hips. 
You moaned and 
grinded your slit back 
against his bare cock 
as he lined it up with 
your entrance, meeting 
Eric’s eyes as he sat 
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breasts while darting 
his eyes between the 
two of you, 

outstretching one arm 
to lace his fingers with 
yours reassuringly. You 
squeezed at his hand 
and peeked over your 
shoulder to look at him 
yet again, yelping as he 
pushed his hard cock 
inside you while gazing 
in on your expression. 
“..Do you want me to 
stop?” He asked, 
tousling his fingers 
through your hair as 
you raised your head 
from the pillow with a 
few whimpers. You 
shook your head and 
moved your hips back 
against his, panting as 
he began to thrust his 
cock in and out. 
“Okay..” He murmured, 
cranking his neck to 
kiss at your back as 
Eric groped at his 
erection with a whine. 
You tilt your head to 
look at Eric, feeling a 
blush cascade across 
your cheeks as he 
glanced down at you 
with a vulnerable 
expression. Dylan 
grunt as he continued 
to thrust, turning your 
attention back on him 
when he caressed at 
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once more, meeting 
his eyes as he pulled 
you ass back against 
his crotch while 
pinning his knees and 
each side of your 
waist. His dark blonde 
hair bounced over his 
cheeks as he thrust, 
moving insynch with 
the beads on his 
necklace as they 
clacked against 
eachother. “You like 
this?” He asked, 
speaking in his usual 
deep and low voice as 
he slipped a hand 
inbetween your legs to 
rub at your slit. You 
nodded and rocked 
your hips again against 
his, raising one hand to 
clutch onto his fingers 
as your aching legs 
threatened to give out. 
“..You’re so beautiful.” 
He murmured, leaning 
down again to kiss at 
your back and neck. 
You tilt your head 
uncomfortably to look 
at him, meeting his 
eyes as he kissed at 
your cheek before 
wrapping his arms 
around your waist. 

“Dyl, my legs hurt..” 
You murmured, 
gasping as he flipped 
your body ontop of his 
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blurted out again, 
locking gazes with him 
as he clasped at the 
back of your head with 
a lazy smile. 
“Babygirl..” He 
mumbled back, 
panting and leaning in 
to reattach your 
mouths together as 
you mewled and rode 
ontop of him 
submissively. 

“Dylan, faster..” You 
whispered, digging 
your fingers into his 
shoulders as he thrust 
up into you with a 
string of pants and 
moans. Eric ran his 
hand underneath the 
waistband of his cargo 
pants as he watched, 
groping at his erection 
as it continued to 
strain and throb 
against his boxers. You 
panted against his 
mouth as you moved 
your hips back against 
his, almost forgetting 
of Eric’s presence as 
his own pants grew 
muffled by the groans 
leaving Dylan’s mouth. 
“It hurts..” You 
mumbled, whining and 
slowing your 
movements as your 
legs threatened to give 
out again. He ran both 
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lap, squeezing at your 
ass as you leant 
forward with every jolt 
he sent to your body. 
Whimpers fell from 
your lips in between 
thrusts, arousing Eric 
as his cock twitched 
beneath his boxers 
within seconds. “Fuck, 
baby..” He whispered, 
grunting as he 
tightened his fingers 
around his cock. You 
glanced back at him as 
you tried not to 
collapse ontop of 
Dylan, whimpering 
once more as your 
body started to 
tremble as if you had a 
contagious stomach 
virus. “I know, 
princess..” Dylan 
murmured, cooing you 
as he grabbed at your 
hips while slowing his 
thrusts. “I’m close..” 
Eric breathed out, 
groping faster at his 
cock in contrast to 
Dylan’s thrusts as he 
too grew closer to 
orgasm. You rested 
your head ontop of his 
chest and slowed your 
movements as well, 
sighing in content as 
he kissed at your 
forehead while riding 
out the last of his 


his hand from his 
crotch to wipe his pre- 
cum onto the front of 
his boxers. Dylan 
giggled underneath 
you, sending vibrations 
to your head as you 
continued to lay ontop 
of him like a limp 
kitten. “I fucking came 
already..” Eric 
muttered, frowning to 
himself as Dylan 
glanced ahead at the 
wall in front of him 
with a small smile. 
“..You okay, princess?” 
He asked, running one 
hand along your back 
as you peered up at 
him from his chest 
with a shaky nod. 

“Well, alright.” He 
muttered back coolly, 
glancing back at Eric 
again as he sulked at 
the side of the bed 
turning his head to 
look at you with a 
goofy and amused 
smile. You blushed and 
squirmed against his 
lap, giggling when he 
tickled at your waist 
before resting his 
hands back ontop of 
your back. Eric sighed 
and pressed his own 
back up against the 
edge of the bed, still 
watching as he 
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pants. “..I love you.” 
Dylan whispered, 
giggling too as he 
raised his mouth to 
your ear. You gasped 
from his confession, 
attempting to make 
eye contact as you 
both exchanged a 
blush with one another. 
“Really?” You 
murmured, receiving a 
nod from him as he 
stared back at you with 
a boyish smile. Eric 
furrowed his brows as 
he tried to make out 
what you two were 
saying, lowering his 
gaze towards the floor 
with a blush of his own 
as Dylan placed his 
hand on your back 
again to steady you. 
“I’m almost there..” He 
mumbled, stroking at 
your back as he picked 
up his thrusts again. 
You moved your hips 
and sighed, listening in 
on his soft pants as he 
continued to make his 
way towards orgasm. 
“Faster, princess..” He 
murmured, sighing too 
as he laid his head 
back against the pillow. 
You moved your hips 
faster, grunting in 
surprise when he 
raised his other hand 
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sound of your voice, 
making you blush once 
more as you darted 
your eyes between the 
two of them. “Eriic..” 
You whined, wincing 
when Dylan reached 
out to clasp at your ass 
in response. “Yeah, 
baby?” He asked, 
climbing onto the bed 
beside you both. 
“Come over here..” You 
whispered, throwing 
your head down on his 
shoulder as Dylan 
rubbed faster at your 
slit. “I’m here..” Eric 
murmured, observing 
Dylan’s movements 
while raising both his 
hands to grope at your 
breasts. You let out a 
long sigh as you 
glanced backdown at 
Dylan, taking note of 
the specifically 
flustered smile on his 
face as he raised his 
head to look at you 
too. “I love you two..” 
You breathed out, 
making them 
exchange a giggle with 
one another as your 
body began to give out 
from overstimulation. 
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One, two, 
three. 

Can you write a three 
sum one ? Maybe 
where there’s a lot of 
bondage and vibrators 
and stuff and there so 
rough you actually 
pass out from all the 
pleasure?! 

“You having fun?” He 
asked, falling onto the 
bed while glancing up 
at you. “I guess so..” 
You mumbled, sitting 
at the edge of the bed 
as he reached out to 
rub at your lower back. 
You stiffened from his 
touch, hissing under 
your breath as he 
applied more pressure 
while soaking in your 
expression. “Eric 
should be here in a 
couple minutes..” He 
then mumbled, staring 
up at you before 
glancing towards the 
door every few 
seconds. “..You 
exited?” He asked, 
raising himself up from 
the bed when you 
remained silent. You 
shrugged, blushing 
when he dropped his 
hands onto your 


down at your flustered 
face. Before you knew 
what was happening, a 
few more seconds 
passed until the door 
to his bedroom 
opened; revealing Eric 
as he walked inside 
with a heavy dark blue 
duffel bag. Dylan 
glanced up at him, 
watching him rest the 
sports bag onto the 
carpet with a 
frustrated sigh before 
muttering, “What’s 
up?” Eric shrugged, 
collapsing down beside 
you as he tried to 
collect his breath. You 
glanced between them 
both, growing 
somewhat wary and 
nervous as your mind 
circulated on what was 
about to happen. “You 
nervous?” Dylan 
whispered, peering 
down at you as his 
hands returned to your 
back. “A little..” You 
murmured, making 
him release an amused 
giggle as he tried to 
hide his own 
nervousness. “..So, we 
gonna do this?” Eric 
mumbled, slapping at 
his knees as he sighed 
again while barely 
tilting his head to look 


himself as he bounced 
off the bed almost 
excitedly. “Yep..” You 
scoot back against the 
bed as Dylan unzipped 
the bag, trying not to 
look at Eric as he tilt 
his head to look at you. 
“Shouldn’t we get her 
undressed first?” He 
then asked, influencing 
Dylan to raise his head 
as his dark blonde hair 
draped over his face 
and over his blush as 
he grabbed one of the 
items from the bag. 
“Uh, sure..” Dylan 
mumbled back, 
returning to the bed 
after shoving whatever 
was once in his hand 
into his jean pocket. 
You scoot back against 
the bed again as he 
grew closer, spreading 
your legs while peering 
up at him curiously. 
“Lift your arms, baby..” 
He murmured, still 
blushing when you did 
as told while awaiting 
his next instruction. He 
pulled your shirt above 
your head, emitting a 
low groan as his eyes 
observed your bare 
breasts exposed in 
front of him. You 
blushed harder, raising 
your head awkwardly 
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sudden action. He 
lowered his own head 
to lay kisses across 
each breast, causing a 
strange sensation to 
form in you lower 
abdomen as you grew 
aroused from his 
touches. “Who’s gonna 
go first?” Eric asked, 
making Dylan tilt his 
head to look at him 
before mumbling, 
“Both..” His blonde hair 
swayed from his 
cheeks as he turned 
his head to look at you 
and his friend, trying to 
conceal his blush as 
you continued to peer 
up at him. “Cool, let 
me have my moment..” 
He then murmured, 
glancing back down at 
you right as he leaned 
in to drop his head into 
your neck to leave 
kisses. You gasped as 
he kissed at your flesh, 
releasing low moans 
from your throat 
before he raised his 
head to look at you 
again. “..You’re so 
beautiful.” He 
murmured, leaning in 
again to attach his 
mouth to yours. You 
moaned louder against 
his lips, listening in on 
Eric as he shifted 
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take you clothes off, 
okay?” Dylan asked, 
murmuring incase 
anyone in his house 
could hear. You 
nodded, biting at your 
lip as he lowered 
himself down your 
body to tug down your 
maxi skirt. He released 
a strangled breath as 
he faced your crotch, 
biting at his own lip as 
he removed your 
panties from your hips. 
You gasped again as he 
tore the fabric off, 
feeling your arousal 
start to grow as they 
both gazed in on your 
exposed pussy. “Dyl..” 
You muttered, pausing 
as he raised his head to 
look at you before 
reattaching his mouth 
to yours. You moaned 
again, peering up at 
him helplessly when he 
glanced backdown at 
you while running his 
fingers along your slit. 
“You’re gonna love 
this..” He murmured, 
exchanging a glance 
with Eric before fishing 
the object from his 
pocket. Your thighs 
twitched as his crotch 
grazed against your 
slit, letting the reality 
of the situation sink in 
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containing his blush. 
“Spread your legs, 
baby..” He murmured, 
parting his lips as he 
glanced down at your 
pussy in concentration 
before releasing 
another groan. “You 
gotta show me where 
to use this..” He then 
mumbled, raising his 
eyes to look at you 
with a reluctant 
expression. You 
pursued your lips while 
holding back another 
moan, feeling Eric’s 
eyes too on you as you 
pulled back some of 
your flesh to show your 
un-stimulated nub that 
was not yet swollen or 
enlarged. Dylan 
released another 
strangled breath as he 
leaned forward with 
the toy, igniting the 
battery before pressing 
it against your bundle 
of nerves. Your eyelids 
grew heavy as the 
wand vibrated against 
your sensitive flesh, 
causing your head to 
whirl as your pussy 
started to swell. 
“Dylan..” You moaned, 
rolling your head off to 
the side as you lowered 
your voice to a 
murmur. Both their 
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started to unravel, 
feeling their own 
arousal start to build at 
the sight of you naked 
and pleased. 

Dylan glanced back at 
you before gliding the 
vibrator along your slit, 
feeling his cock start 
to harden as you 
squirmed against the 
bed with a few low 
moans. “..Dyl.” You 
murmured, raising your 
hips a few times as 
they both continued to 
stare down at you. Eric 
glanced off to the side, 
blushing as his eyes 
scanned over the rest 
of the bag that was 
loaded with other toys. 
Dylan’s eyes remained 
on you as he ran the tip 
of the wand along your 
stimulation, changing 
the pace every few 
seconds. You arched 
your back with a groan, 
shutting your eyes as 
your vision began to 
blur over each stroke 
from the vibrating toy. 
“Oh, that feels so 
good..” You muttered, 
rolling your head off to 
the side right as he 
detached the vibrator 
from your flesh. 
“Dylan?” You 
questioned, raising 
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toy off to the side while 
staring back at you 
blankly. Eric giggled, 
dipping his hand back 
into the bag before 
dropping a few more 
tools onto the bed. 
Dylan leaned forward 
to pin you to the bed, 
restraining your arms 
at each side of your 
head after catching the 
rope from Eric’s hands. 
You furrowed your 
brows as you peered 
up at him, staring back 
at his soft eyes as he 
glanced backdown at 
you before pressing a 
kiss to your forehead 
and cheek. You tugged 
at the restraints, 
growling as you grew 
unable to move. A 
slight smirk crossed 
Dylan’s face as he 
glanced down at you 
again, tilting his head 
to look at Eric yet 
again as he was 
handed another 
vibrator. “Again?” You 
whispered, sighing as 
you watched him turn 
the other vibrating toy 
on. He attached the toy 
to your stimulated nub, 
causing your thighs to 
jerk from the familiar 
touch as your slit 
continued to swell. The 
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stimulation, wrapping 
around your nub 
before sucking at it in 
synch with the 
vibrating sensations as 
they caused your 
entire pussy to both 
swell and clench. “Dyl¬ 
an..” You mumbled in a 
small voice, raising 
your hips and arching 
your back as the power 
of the toy took you by 
surprise. His eyes bore 
into your slit as he 
stared down at it with 
a pensive gaze, 
swirling the tip of the 
wand a few times. 
“Please, faster..” You 
whispered, gasping as 
your nub began to 
swell harder from the 
excess touching. He 
ignored your begging, 
staring back at your slit 
as pre-cum began to 
leak from it. Eric 
watched, groaning as 
his cock hardened 
through his black 
cargo pants. “Dyl, 
please..” You 
murmured, raising your 
hips a few times as you 
neared orgasm. Dylan 
ran the tip down your 
slit, stroking it back 
and forth as your 
pussy started to throb 
in anticipation for 


whimpering as he used 
his other hand to pin 
your hips down on the 
bed. You rocked your 
hips anyway, releasing 
a gutted sound right as 
your cum began to 
squirt out from your 
slit. A blush cascaded 
his cheeks as he 
quickened the pace of 
the vibrator, feeling his 
cock harden through 
his jeans as your cum 
sprayed against his 
crotch. Eric’s hand 
dove for his own 
crotch as he groped at 
his erection through 
his pants, hissing as 
you peered up at them 
both helplessly. “Keep 
going..” You whispered, 
throwing your head 
back as Dylan swirled 
the toy around a few 
more times before 
detaching it from your 
slit. You whimpered 
again, growling as you 
sat up abruptly to 
scowl at him. Dylan 
giggled, tossing the 
vibrator back into the 
bag with the others 
before crawling back 
towards you. He raised 
your feet to his 
shoulders, running his 
hand along one of your 
thighs as you whined 
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“Be patient.” He 
mumbled, chuckling as 
he glanced down at 
your leaking slit before 
brushing his fingers 
along it. You twitched 
beneath him, earning 
his attention as he 
smiled before 
repeating the action. 
Your thighs jerked 
again as you grew 
overstimulated, 
sending shockwaves 
throughout your body 
as you writhed and 
whimpered from each 
of his touches. 
“Dylaaaan.” You 
mumbled, whining. He 
smirked, giggling 
quietly before leaning 
forward to press a few 
kisses across your 
face. You scrunched 
your nose, slumping 
against the bed when 
he lowered himself 
down your body to trail 
his kisses down to your 
abdomen. “What are 
you doing?” You asked, 
raising your head to 
glance down at him 
while slipping one 
hand through his dark 
blonde hair. He smiled 
up at you, influencing 
the blush to return to 
your cheeks when he 
burrowed his head in 


mouth to your moist 
slit. You gasped at 
clasped at the back of 
his neck, sighing 
blissfully when he laid 
gentle kisses along 
your pussy. “Ah, 
Dylan..” You breathed 
out, enveloping your 
fingers through his hair 
as he lowered his head 
underneath your ass 
before pushing his 
tongue past your 
entrance that was 
gushing with cum. You 
moaned, putting your 
hips back in motion as 
he pushed his tongue 
in and out while 
rubbing his thumb over 
your bundle of nerves. 
“You’re so wet..” He 
mumbled, receiving 
another gutted sound 
from you as his voice 
vibrated against your 
soaked and swollen 
pussy. He chuckled, 
circling his thumb 
across your swollen 
nub a couple times as 
your hips began to 
twitch again in attempt 
to reach another 
orgasm. Your cum 
began to pool into his 
mouth as you grew 
wetter, causing him to 
moan as his tongue 
remained still and 
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shutting your eyes 
again as his mouth 
eased all your earlier 
tension. “You like my 
mouth on you?” Dylan 
then asked, his voice 
almost inaudible as he 
raised one hand to 
massage at one of your 
breasts. You nodded, 
pouting down at him 
almost childishly as 
another moan threated 
to escape at the feel of 
him tweaking at your 
erect nipple. Your slit 
started to throb again 
as you came down on 
his tongue, clenching 
from both his hands 
and mouth on your 
body. He then snapped 
his fingers, earning 
Eric’s attention as he 
crawled towards you 
both before dropping 
kisses onto your neck 
and shoulder. “I’m 
gonna enter you, 
okay?” Dylan 
mumbled, 

straightening his back 
to undo his belt. You 
peered up at him as 
Eric hooked his chin 
over your shoulder, 
making him moan as 
he yanked his jeans 
down to his thighs 
before muttering, 
“Don’t look, man..” Eric 
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boxers down, trying 
not to laugh as you 
glanced between him 
and his cock with a 
flustered expression. 
You went silent as 
Dylan readied for 
penetration, following 
his gaze as he pried 
your thighs apart 
before pressing his 
bare cock against your 
wet slit. “You ready?” 
He asked, receiving a 
nod from you right as 
he pushed his cock 
past your entrance 
with a grunt. “Dyl!” You 
squealed, crying out in 
pain as your pussy 
ached and clenched 
down on him. Eric tilt 
his head to take in your 
reaction, palming at his 
crotch as his own cock 
strained against his 
cargos. 

Dylan nodded to him, 
throwing his head back 
with a groan as he 
quickly began to 
thrust. “Dylan!” You 
mumbled, wrapping 
your arms around his 
neck before clawing at 
his back as he pinned 
his weight down on 
you while immediately 
picking up the pace of 
the thrusts. Soft and 
faint sucking sounds 
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and out of you, 
followed by a string of 
low and hushed moans 
as you ran your 
fingernails down his 
back. “..(Y/N).” Dylan 
moaned, letting out a 
long sigh as he grew 
harder from your 
touches. Eric kissed 
down your neck again 
as he propped himself 
underneath your ass, 
undoing the belt on his 
own pants before 
raising your hips in the 
air. You gasped, 
whining when Dylan’s 
eyes darted between 
you and Eric, glancing 
back at his friend as he 
grasped at your hips 
before pushing his own 
cock into your ass. You 
yelped, gripping onto 
Dylan’s back and arm 
as Eric thrust abruptly 
in and out of you too, 
double penetrating you 
as your body jerked 
back and forth. Dylan 
tilt his head to peer 
down at you, flashing a 
light smirk as you 
caressed and gripped 
at his forearm for 
support. Eric kissed 
under your jaw 
reassuringly, 
murmuring barely 
above his breath 
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hear what was going 
on. “..You good, babe?” 
Your vision grew blurry 
again as your head 
started to whirl from 
all the sensations, 
causing your body to 
fall into 

unconsciousness. 

Dylan dug his fingers 
into your slit, rubbing 
at your overstimulation 
as your mind began to 
drift off, unknowing 
that you were about to 
pass out. You gasped 
as your breathing 
started to slow, 
shutting your eyes with 
a sigh when Dylan 
cranked his neck to 
press a kiss to your 
forehead. Your vision 
turned to black as you 
unraveled in between 
them, slumping in 
Dylan’s arms before 
eventually crashing 
against Eric’s chest. 
“..Baby?” Dylan then 
mumbled, pausing as 
he began to slow his 
movements before 
realizing what was 
happening. “Shiiiiit..” 
Eric stopped thrusting, 
feeling somewhat 
paranoid as he helped 
Dylan make you sit 
back up. “Baby, 
baby?!” Dylan ushered. 
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unconscious against 
Eric’s chest “..(Y/N)?” 
Eric muttered, shaking 
at your shoulders. 
“(Y/N), wake the fuck 
up..” Dylan exchanged 
a worried glance with 
him before pulling out 
from your body, 
holding you against his 
own chest as Eric too 
pulled out while 
hurriedly placing his 
black cargo pants back 
on. “What the fuck are 
we gonna do?” He 
asked, receiving no 
response from Dylan 
as he peered down at 
you and your sleeping 
body. Eric sighed as he 
felt himself grow 
anxious, crawling onto 
the bed beside you 
both as he too grew 
entranced by your 
calm and unconscious 
figure. “Dylan?” He 
whispered, frowning 
when Dylan shushed 
him before glancing 
back down at you 
protectively. 


Their voices faded in 
and out of your ears as 
your consciousness 
slowly rose to the 
surface, sheltering you 
into a state of peace as 
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between his 
whispering voice 
convincing Eric to relax 
every minute or so. You 
nuzzled your face 
against him, shifting in 
your sleep as the 
previous memories 
returned to your brain. 
“..Shut the fuck up, let 
her sleep..” You heard, 
influencing a smile to 
cross your face as you 
tried to remain asleep 
over the sounds of 
their hushed voices. 
The bed creaked as 
Eric sat back down, 
groaning as he rubbed 
at his face while 
glancing between you 
and the duffel bag. 
“Maybe this was a bad 
idea?” He mumbled, 
meeting Dylan’s eyes 
as he stroked at your 
scalp while meeting his 
eyes with a soft and 
calm expression. You 
buried your face into 
Dylan’s armpit, slowly 
raising your head to 
look at him as he 
stared right down at 
you. “..What 
happened?” You 
grumbled, earning 
Eric’s attention as he 
quickly turned his head 
around to look at you 
before scurrying 
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Dylan mumbled, 
causing your heart to 
flutter as he continued 
to stare down at you 
with a slightly 
unrecognizable and 
soothing expression. 
Your face flushed as 
you peered up at him, 
subsiding when Eric 
tilt his head to stare at 
you too. “God, I’m glad 
you’re okay..” He 
breathed out, exhaling 
before wrapping his 
arms around your 
waist. You moaned 
against his chest, 
trembling as you 
struggled to hold 
yourself up. As if on 
que, Dylan’s arms 
returned to your waist 
too as he tugged you 
back into his own 
chest. “..I’m sorry.” You 
mumbled, making 
them both furrow their 
brows and shrug. 
“Don’t apologize..” 
Dylan mumbled, 
leaning back on one of 
his elbows as he 
glanced back at his 
friend. “Yeah, it’s 
cool..” Eric replied, 
relaxing his tense 
shoulders. Dylan then 
hummed, running his 
long fingers through 
your hair as you 
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minute, he spoke back 
up; annihilating all of 
your negative thoughts 
as his comforting 
presence erased what 
had just happened. 

“..You wanna continue 
where we were at?” He 
asked, causing the 
blush to return to your 
cheeks. “Dylaaaan!” 

You squealed, releasing 
a shaky breath as Eric 
hooked his chin back 
over your shoulder 
while swaying you in 
his arms. “As long as 
you’re up for it..” Dylan 
continued, blushing 
too as an giggle 
threatened to escape 
his lips. “Would you 
be?” Eric mumbled, 
peering down at you as 
he rubbed at your arm. 

You shrugged, 
extending your arms 
out to Dylan before 
releasing a satisfied 
moan when he too 
pulled you into a 
embrace. 

31 notes liU ^ Post 

toys-for-me 

ilovecakeshehe 


Iunaxraven95 


o 


reader go on a date 
and it ends with him 
eating her out in his 
back seat? @ 

“Get out my side.” He 
mumbled softly, 
motioning you towards 
him as he stood next to 
the vehicle. You 
crawled over the seat 
with a childish groan, 
pushing your ass off 
the edge of the seat 
while peering up at him 
with a blush. “..Where 
are we?” You mumbled 
mostly to yourself, 
smiling when he took 
your hand into his 
before shutting at the 
car door coolly. “..A 
restaurant..” He 
mumbled, almost 
blankly. You giggled 
and swayed your arm 
back and forth, 
flashing him a smile 
when he peered back 
down at you with a 
entranced yet weirded- 
out expression. “What 
restaurant?” You 
asked, growing 
nervous as you 
approached the 
building in front of you 
both. “..It’s a surprise.” 
He muttered, opening 
up one of the entrance 
doors as you tried to 
peek at the glowing 


sky. “C'mon..” He 
mumbled, laying one 
hand onto your back as 
he led you down the 
dimly lit and dull 
colored hall. You stared 
around in amazement, 
squinting when the 
ceiling lights blared 
into your eyes right as 
you both approached 
the front desk. Tables 
and booths scattered 
around the room, 
giving you a sense of 
comfort as you stood 
beside your boyfriend 
and the cashier. “Okay, 
have a seat.” She 
mumbled, sighing as 
she cautiously walked 
past you both while 
eyeing you incase 
you’d decide to rob the 
cash register or pull 
out a gun. You 
squeezed at his hand 
and released a 
uncomfortable moan, 
wandering your eyes 
around the room as 
people glanced up at 
you from their tables. 
“Where do you wanna 
sit?” Dylan asked, 
tilting his head to look 
at you as you both 
paused in the center of 
the room. “In a booth..” 
You mumbled, 
hurriedly chasing 
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a sliver of glass. He 
followed after you, 
moving closer to your 
body as you struggled 
to choose a seat. 

“Yeah, here..” You 
mumbled, glancing 
around the room again 
as more people peered 
up at you two several 
feet away. The pant 
legs of his jeans 
scratched against each 
other as he stood to a 
stop, sighing when you 
collapsed into the 
leather seat. “Okay..” 
He mumbled back, 
scooting towards you 
right as you trembled 
and fidgeted with the 
objects on the table. 
“Hi, how may I serve 
you?” One of the 
waitresses asked, 
smiling down at you 
both huddled together 
in the booth. He spoke 
up immediately, 
opening up the menu 
quickly to scan the 
items before 
mumbling, “Uhm, 
could you give us a 
minute?” She nodded, 
walking over to the 
opposite end of the 
room after mumbling, 
“Of course..” You 
sighed and propped 
your elbows onto the 


temples as he tilt his 
head to look at you 
before murmuring, 

“You okay?” You 
nodded shakily, 
making him sigh again 
as he slung one arm 
around your shoulders 
while turning his 
attention back to the 
menu in front of him. 
You let out a gutted 
sound and paused 
beside him, forgetting 
why you were here 
with him until he 
motioned towards the 
menu in front of you 
too. “Why don’t you 
decide on what you 
want to eat.” You 
nervously opened up 
the large plastic 
wrapped booklet, 
feeling his eyes on you 
for a second as your 
fingers quickly 
skimmed through the 
pages. A sinking 
feeling hit your 
abdomen as you stared 
down at the images of 
food, surprised that he 
was willing to spend 
money on you let alone 
feed you in a nice 
restaurant. “You find 
anything, baby?” He 
asked, softening his 
voice as he sensed 
your nervousness. You 


away from him shyly as 
he tilt his head to 
glance at you again. 

“..You decide on what 
you want?” The 
waitress asked, 
returning to the table. 
He paused and turned 
his gaze back to the 
menu, mumbling 
barely above his 
breath. “Uh, yeah., can 
I have the cowboy 
barbeque burger and 
an side of fries?” Dylan 
mumbled, receiving a 
nod and hum from her 
before she turned to 
look at you. They both 
glanced down at you, 
watching you timidly 
scan through the 
pages while muttering, 
“Uh, how about the 
mushroom and swiss 
burger? and some 
fries..” Dylan stared 
back at you as he grew 
entranced by your shy 
demeanor, mumbling 
beside your ear when 
your eyes returned to 
the menu. “You can 
just share my fries..” 
You sat up in your seat 
and sighed, shaking 
your head as you 
followed up with, “Just 
get me the onion 
rings..” She flashed a 
forced smile and 
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hand while mumbling, 
“Onions on the side?” 
You nodded, biting at 
your lip as you awaited 
for her presence to 
leave. “And what would 
you like to drink with 
that?” She asked, 
turning back to him. 
“Dr. Pepper..” He 
mumbled, raising one 
of his hands casually 
as he relaxed against 
the seat. Her eyes grew 
attentive as she turned 
her head again to look 
at you, scribbling at 
the paper when you 
bounced a little in the 
seat while muttering, 
“Sprite..” She then 
walked away, forcing a 
upbeat tone in her 
voice when she 
mumbled, “Okay, I’ll be 
back with your drinks..” 
You sulked into the 
seat with an annoyed 
sigh, earning his 
attention. “What?” He 
asked, murmuring. You 
leaned into your palm 
as you turned to face 
him, mumbling in a 
disgruntled yet firm 
voice. “I don’t like the 
way she was staring at 
me..” He nodded and 
pulled you against his 
side, slinging his arm 
over your shoulder 
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your face into his neck 
while peering up at the 
walls and tables, 
examining the menu in 
front of you before 
pushing it away from 
you both. He glanced 
down at your hand, 
nodding when you 
stared down at the 
digital graphics on the 
booklet before 
mumbling, “We’re at 
IHOP?” You slouched 
against his side, 
grazing your lips 
against his jaw as he 
leaned back in his seat 
while staring around 
the warm and beige 
room; groaning deep in 
his chest when he 
released one last sigh. 
“..Here you go..” She 
mumbled, leaning over 
you both while setting 
the plastic glasses 
onto the table. “Your 
food should be out 
soon..” You peeked up 
at her from his 
shoulder, furrowing 
your brows when she 
walked away with a 
somewhat repulsed 
expression. Dylan 
reached out to fiddle 
with his straw, 
spinning it around with 
his fingers before 
raising the glass to his 
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while getting lost in 
thought, staring into 
the walls as the 
repetitive sounds of 
clinking silverware and 
mumbling voices 
invaded your ears. He 
tilt his head to glance 
down at you, following 
your gaze as he too 
stared at the other end 
of the room quietly, 
shyly looking off to the 
side within seconds 
when a few elderly 
couples glanced over 
at you both. 

“Thanks for taking me 
here..” You murmured, 
reaching out to play 
with the items on the 
table again. “Hmm?” 

He hummed, leaning 
into his palm as he tilt 
his head to look at you. 
“Oh, no problem..” You 
tapped your fingers 
against the salt and 
pepper shakers before 
shakily raising the 
glass to your mouth, 
sipping at the straw 
right as his eyes landed 
on you again. “Where 
are we gonna go after 
this?” You mumbled, 
holding back from 
blushing. “I don’t 
know..” He murmured, 
leaning back into his 
palm after returning his 
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go next.” You smiled 
and sipped again at the 
straw, bending your 
neck forward with a 
flustered expression as 
you grew shy. He 
looked away from you 
to glance over his 
shoulder, containing 
his own blush as you 
two sat in awkward 
silence. You squirmed 
a little in the seat, 
glancing up at the 
border behind your 
heads as you huddled 
back into his side with 
a shaky exhale. “..I love 
you.” You mumbled, 
making him peer back 
down at you right as 
the waitress returned 
to the table one last 
time before 
interrupting him with, 
“Here you go..” He 
pulled his arms off the 
table as she set the 
plates down in front of 
you both, resting them 
beside his plate once 
she placed the 
silverware next to 
them too. “Is this all 
you’re having for the 
night?” She 

questioned, receiving a 
nod from you as he tilt 
his head to look at you 
in surprise at the 
sound of you 


mumbled, sipping 
again at your straw 
when he nodded too 
while taking his own 
glass into his hand. 

She then walked away 
from the table yet 
again, leaving without 
a second word as 
Dylan tapped his 
fingers against the 
tablecloth before 
taking the burger into 
his hands. You released 
another shaky breath 
and leaned back 
against the seat, 
clamping your hands 
ontop of your stomach 
after he detached his 
arm from your 
shoulders. He bit into 
his burger and glanced 
at you, rubbing at your 
stomach when he 
noticed your un- 
comfortability. “..Your 
stomach hurt?” He 
asked, receiving a 
shake of the head from 
you as you squirmed in 
the seat again. “I need 
a minute..” You 
mumbled, pausing as 
you tried to make 
yourself comfortable in 
the chatty and heated 
room. Your hand dove 
for your glass as you 
took another sip, 
moaning against the 
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more before dropping 
his hand onto your 
thigh. He eyed you for 
a moment, raising a 
few fries to his mouth 
when you bounced in 
the leather seat before 
shoving a onion ring 
past your lips. Your 
stomach started to 
growl as you finally 
began to ate, causing a 
giggle to leave his lips 
as he tousled his 
fingers through the 
hair at the back of your 
head. “You feel 
better?” He asked, 
sipping at his drink 
when you nodded and 
shoved another onion 
ring into your mouth. 
“Dylaaaan!” You then 
squealed, whining 
when he snatched one 
off your plate. “I want 
some, damn..” He 
mumbled, laughing as 
he turned his head 
towards his own plate 
with a growing blush. 
“Cool..” You muttered, 
hurriedly shoving a few 
others into your mouth 
as he laughed again 
before sipping yet 
another time at his 
straw. “Ow..” You 
grumbled, gripping at 
your belly as it started 
to hurt from both the 


chewing at his french 
fries before reaching 
out to massage at your 
stomach. “..Is it your 
belly that hurts?” He 
murmured, scooting 
towards you to press 
his mouth against your 
ear. You nodded, 
whimpering when he 
began to massage at 
your abdomen while 
parting his lips with a 
strained breath. You 
burrowed your head 
back into his neck as 
he soothed your 
unwanted pain, being 
taken by surprise when 
he ran his fingers down 
the front of your 
crotch. “Dylan..” You 
whispered, whining as 
he dove his hand 
underneath your ass 
before burying it in 
between your thighs. 
“What?” He burrowed, 
staring down at you 
with a intensity in his 
eyes as he groped at 
your crotch. You 
furrowed your brows, 
releasing a high- 
pitched gasp and 
parting your lips when 
he rubbed his 
fingertips against your 
slit after slipping them 
underneath your 
panties. 


touch sent a jolt 
through your body. He 
released a strangled 
breath and took in your 
reaction, rubbing 
harder at your swelling 
slit. “We can’t..” You 
continued, whining 
when your slit started 
to clench from the 
unexpected 

sensations. “Why not?” 
He murmured, staring 
down at you almost 
stoically as his fingers 
grazed and massaged 
at your bundle of 
nerves. You clasped at 
his knuckle and grunt, 
making him chuckle as 
you scooted your ass 
off the edge of the 
leather seat. “..Not 
now.” You murmured, 
shoving his hand away 
as your pussy started 
to ache through your 
panties. “Okay..” He 
mumbled, smiling 
when you clenched 
your thighs with a 
needy whine. You 
quickly grabbed his 
hand, placing it onto 
your thigh with a 
pleased sigh as he 
caressed at your bare 
skin while peering 
down at you to take in 
your expression. 
“Please..” You 


around his hand as he 
balled his fist 
underneath his mouth 
with a deep and 
aroused sigh. You two 
sat in silence as the 
sexual frustration 
started to increase, 
influencing you both to 
neglect your food for a 
good five minutes. 
“Wait until we leave..” 
He then murmured, 
shifting in his seat as 
he drank from his glass 
of soda. “Okay..” You 
mumbled softly, 
clenching your thighs 
harder around his hand 
while biting at your lip 
as you reached out for 
your own glass. He 
grunt, swiftly pulling 
his arm away as you 
scratched your 
fingernails against the 
rocky texture of the 
plastic glass cup. You 
whimpered as he 
detached his hand 
from you, leaning 
forward in the seat 
with a groan. He 
laughed, pressing one 
balled fist against his 
lips when you gasped 
and gripped at the end 
of the table in shock. 
“What’s wrong?” He 
asked, rocking his hips 
as he adjusted himself 
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head to look at him, 
clenching your thighs 
while mumbling in a 
small voice. “I just 
came..” He raised his 
brows, immediately 
raising his glass to his 
mouth to mask his 
blushing cheeks as an 
response, stiffening in 
discomfort. You felt 
pre-cum pool out from 
your slit, staining your 
panties as you leaned 
against the very edge 
of the booth. “Do you 
need to go in the 
bathroom?” He asked, 
receiving a shrug as 
you grasped at one of 
your thighs after 
pushing the bottom of 
your dress down to 
your knees. He then 
scoot back towards 
you, hovering his 
mouth beside your ear 
incase anyone could 
hear. “..Do you want 
me to take care of it?” 
You threw your head 
back against his 
shoulder with another 
shaky breath, moaning 
when he began to trail 
kisses down your jaw 
after peering down at 
you for an answer. 
“Yeah..” You mumbled, 
pausing reluctantly as 
you grunt and fell back 
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repeating his earlier 
words as he ran his 
hands down to your 
sides to clasp at your 
hips through your 
black spaghetti strap 
dress. You nodded, 
letting out a hum as he 
pulled away to take 
another drink after 
glancing down at your 
face. He then stuffed a 
few fries into his 
mouth, sniffling when 
he reached out to take 
yet another drink. 

You held onto your 
stomach and shoved 
your plate away as you 
laid comfortably into 
his side, nuzzling at his 
chest as he reached 
out to eat more of his 
fries. “You gotta go pee 
before we leave?” He 
then asked, making 
your entire face flush. 
“Ewww, Dylan!” You 
squealed, scrunching 
your face as you buried 
your head into his 
chest. He giggled, 
petting at the back of 
your head as he took 
one last bite from his 
burger before shoving 
the plate away. “I’m 
just asking, you 
know?” He mumbled, 
smiling down at you as 
your face remained 


pulled away to look at 
him, blushing when 
you noticed his smile. 
“Can we stay here for 
just a little while 
longer?” You asked, 
exchanging a moment 
of silence before he 
nodded. “Sure, you 
just want to chill out?” 
He continued, 
wrapping his arm 
around your waist 
when you pressed your 
body back against his. 
“Yeah..” You mumbled, 
reaching out to stroke 
at his opposite arm as 
he lazily slung it over 
the edge of the table. 
He giggled again, 
cranking his neck to 
leave a kiss ontop your 
temple while slumping 
his shoulders with a 
long sigh. You rolled 
your head back against 
his shoulder and stared 
up at the ceiling, 
clashing with the 
bright lights as your 
earlier arousal started 
to subside. You both 
stared off into space as 
you finally began to 
relax, listening in on 
the upbeat jazzy music 
and getting lost in 
thought all while 
embracing one 
another. You peered up 


back down at you 
before leaning back 
into his palm as you 
wrapped your arm 
around his own waist. 
“..You ready to go?” He 
asked, murmuring in a 
gentle voice as you 
beamed up at him. 

“No, not yet..” You 
grumbled, wrapping 
your other arm around 
his waist with a tired 
sigh. He tightened his 
hold on you, 
enveloping you in a 
warm hug as you both 
continued to sit in 
silence. “You know I 
love you, right?” He 
murmured, making you 
giggle as he leaned 
forward to speak into 
your ear with a sweet 
smile. You nodded, 
raising your head to 
meet his gaze as he 
peered back down at 
you before removing 
his arms from his long 
trenchcoat to wrap it 
around your small 
body. You let out a soft 
moan and clasped at 
his shoulder, smiling 
and nuzzling your face 
back into his neck 
when he threw the 
collar of the coat over 
your own shoulder and 
arm. “Thanks..” You 


reached out for his 
glass to take a sip once 
again. He hummed, 
hooking his chin over 
your head to inhale 
your scent too through 
your hair. You clung 
onto him, forgetting 
that you two were even 
in a restaurant as you 
both held one another 
for several minutes. 
“Can we leave now?” 
You asked, receiving a 
tired nod from him 
when he pulled away 
to lean off to the side. 
“..Okay, I’m gonna get 
up.” He murmured, 
raising himself up from 
the leather booth with 
a sigh. “Me right 
back..” You sat up from 
the seat and peeked up 
at him walking away, 
digging your knees 
into the cushion as the 
image of food bars and 
beverage machines 
invaded your eyes. 
People took notice of 
your curious figure in 
the far back of the 
room, making you 
blush and slightly self- 
conscious as you 
awaited his return. 

“Come on, Dylan..” You 
mumbled, bouncing in 
the seat before leaning 
forward to sip from his 


grew impatient. “..Did 
you just drink from my 
glass?” He asked, 
approaching the table 
right as you pulled 
away with a squeal. 
“No..” You mumbled, 
sulking into the seat 
with a blush as he 
slapped down two 
foam trays before 
placing your burgers 
and sides into them. 
“C'mon baby..” He 
murmured, 

outstretching one arm 
towards you after 
closing and stacking 
the two food trays 
together. “Kay..” You 
mumbled, squeezing 
out from the booth 
before standing to your 
feet. “You still up for 
going anywhere else?” 
He asked, holding onto 
the foam boxes while 
wrapping his arm back 
around your waist. You 
nodded, peering up at 
him as he dug into his 
wallet while parting his 
lips before pulling out a 
few dollars from his 
pocket with a smile. He 
set them next to the 
check, glancing over 
his shoulder before 
tightening his arm 
around your torso as 
he led you out from the 
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good night.”The 
cashier smiled, earning 
a shy and polite salute 
as you both exited 
through the front hall 
over the sounds of 
hushed piano jazz. You 
followed out through 
the exit doors and into 
the parking lot, 
glancing up at the dark 
sky as the lamp posts 
illuminated everything 
in sight. “Now, where 
did I park the car?” He 
mumbled, detaching 
his arm from you to dig 
into his jean pocket for 
his keys. “Hold my 
coat..” He murmured, 
unlocking the vehicle’s 
doors as you held onto 
his floor length 
trenchcoat. “Uhm, 
Dyl?” You spoke up, 
making him look at you 
as you both sat down 
in the car. “Yeah, 
baby?” He murmured, 
buckling himself in. 

You paused and took in 
the silence, grabbing 
at his hand before 
resting it back on your 
thigh. He groaned and 
shifted in his seat, 
feeling his dick start to 
harden through his 
pants as the previous 
situation came to 
mind. “..(Y/N).” He 
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bare thigh. You bit at 
your lip and released a 
shaky breath, 
twitching your knee 
when his fingers dove 
for your inner thigh. 
“Dylaaaan..” You 
drawled, spreading 
your legs open when 
he slipped his fingers 
beneath your panties. 
His eyes darkened as 
he leaned in towards 
you, scooting closer to 
your body as he ran his 
fingers across your slit 
before rubbing them 
around experimentally. 
You threw your head 
back with a moan, 
clutching at his 
knuckle as he rubbed 
them back and forth. 
“Dylan..” You repeated, 
panting as your slit 
started to swell again. 
He watched you, 
slipping his entire hand 
underneath the 
material to grope at 
your crotch. “You still 
want me?” He asked, 
murmuring as he used 
his fingertips to rub at 
your swollen nub. 
“Please..” You breathed 
out, throwing your 
back against the seat 
as he exchanged a 
glance with you before 
lifting the bottom of 
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someone sees?” You 
questioned, glancing 
around the parking lot 
through the front view 
window. “..Get in the 
back.” He muttered, 
influencing you to 
crawl over the seats 
awkwardly while 
awaiting for him to 
follow. You grunt as 
you collapsed against 
the back seating, 
ushering him towards 
you as he struggled to 
crawl over the seating 
as an whole. His feet 
hung over the headrest 
as he collided with the 
cushion next to you, 
dropping to the floor 
when he officially sat 
right beside you with a 
flustered expression. 

Before you could 
comment, he leaned in 
towards you before 
prying your legs open 
with a light smile. “Lift 
your dress..” He 
mumbled, digging his 
knees into the floor 
uncomfortably as he 
hovered over your 
small body. You did as 
told, gasping when he 
hastily yanked your 
panties down to your 
knees; causing your 
hips to raise as he 
burrowed in between 


breath as he 
immediately attached 
his mouth to your slit, 
groaning when you 
gasped and clamped 
your hand down on the 
back of his neck. 
“Dylan..” You 
whispered, moaning as 
he laid kisses along 
your slit before slipping 
his tongue inside. 
“Baby..” He grumbled, 
sending vibrating 
sensations to your 
pussy as you leaned 
back against the 
seating with a long 
sigh. His hand dove for 
your abdomen as he 
ran his hand up to your 
breasts, groping at one 
through your dress as 
he dragged his tongue 
over your pussy. You 
sighed and enveloped 
your fingers through 
his dark blonde locks, 
clamping your hand 
down on the back of 
his neck to play with 
his curls before he 
raised his head to look 
at you. “Here., show 
me where to touch 
you.” He murmured, 
taking your hand into 
his and placing it 
directly onto your 
moist slit with a groan 
when you pulled back 
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your swelled nub. He 
lapped at his with his 
tongue, groaning again 
lowly under his breath 
when you ran your 
fingers down his scalp 
with a gasp. “God, 
you’re so beautiful..” 

He mumbled, pinning 
one hand down on the 
edge of the car seat as 
he continued to 
stimulate you with his 
mouth. He then ran his 
fingers over your slit, 
rubbing them around 
again as he raised 
himself up from the 
floor to peer down at 
your flushed 
expression. “Dyl, your 
fingers feel so good..” 
You murmured, letting 
out a sigh as you threw 
your head back while 
peering up at him with 
an aroused gaze. He 
rubbed faster, staring 
back down at you 
blankly as he focused 
on making you unravel 
underneath him. “Oh 
god, faster..” You 
whispered, parting 
your lips as you 
released a gutted 
sound from his action. 
He obliged, continuing 
to stare down at you as 
you panted and 
twitched from his 
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slit, drooling onto the 
car seat as he 
quickened the pace of 
his fingers. “Dylan..” 
You murmured, 
gasping as your thighs 
began to clench in 
anticipation for release. 
“Please..” You 
whispered, stuttering 
out a few incoherent 
sounds as he slowed 
his movements before 
detaching his hand 
from your crotch. You 
panted as you thighs 
started to twitch and 
clench, making you 
whimper and spread 
them apart right as he 
tilt his head to observe 
your swollen and 
leaking pussy. “Dyl..” 
You breathed out, 
letting out a needy and 
soft cry when he 
lowered himself in 
between your legs 
again to sloppily kiss 
and suck at your 
swollen and aching 
pussy. “Do I make you 
wet?” He teased, 
raising both your 
hands before resting 
them on both of your 
breasts. He eyed you 
afterwards, humming 
when you began to 
massage both your 
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“Good girl.He 
murmured, sighing 
deep in his chest as his 
clasped at both of your 
hips with his own 
hands while pushing 
his tongue past your 
entrance. Your thighs 
jerked, followed by 
your cum pooling 
around his tongue as 
he pushed it in and out 
of your slit, influencing 
your legs to tremble as 
you struggled to hold 
yourself up on the 
cramped car seat. You 
glanced down at him 
and clung onto his 
shoulders, noticing 
your nipples start to 
harden through your 
dress as he buried his 
head farther in 
between your thighs. 
Your cum pooled into 
his mouth as he raised 
you from the seat 
cushioning, causing 
him to hum as he 
willingly swallowed it. 
“Fuck..” You grunt, 
hissing once you 
realized you had came. 
He giggled and raised 
his head, rubbing at 
your overstimulated 
nub with a small smirk 
as you spread your 
legs open with a mewl. 
“Dylan, I don’t know if I 


a cry when he 
quickened his fingers 
in response. “Relax, let 
me touch you..” He 
mumbled, raising your 
dress to the top of 
your chest to expose 
your breasts as your 
nipples continued to 
harden through the 
fabric. You gasped, 
blushing from his 
action as your pussy 
started to throb again. 
“Lay back..” He then 
murmured, groaning 
when you laid back 
against the seat 
cushions while peering 
up at him expectantly 
for his next instruction. 
He massaged at your 
breasts, lowering his 
head to take in your 
naked and trembling 
body as you 
anticipated another 
orgasm. “You love 
me?” He asked, 
murmuring as he 
stroked at your 
overstimulated nerves 
while groping each 
breast. You hummed 
and raised your hips, 
whining when he 
pinned them down 
after detaching his 
hand from your 
breasts. “Stay still..” He 
whispered, sighing. “If 
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right now.” He 
continued, both 
blushing and smirking 
when you let out a loud 
moan from his words. 
“We could go out and 
buy some..” You 
mumbled, making his 
face flush harder 
before he reached out 
to tweak at your erect 
nipples. “Shut up..” He 
muttered, smirking 
again when you 
furrowed your brows 
up at him with a 
offended expression. 
You bit at your lip as 
your thighs started to 
jerk again, exchanging 
a glance with him 
before he crouched at 
your legs to reattach 
his mouth to your 
pussy that was 
overstimulated and 
swollen from his 
excess touching. 

“What if we get caught 
out here?” You 
mumbled, moaning 
and throwing your 
head back when he 
pressed a sloppy kiss 
to your slit and groped 
at one breast as an 
response. He sighed 
deep in his chest as he 
buried his head back in 
between your thighs, 
biting at them when 
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You winced, making 
him raise his head to 
look at you before 
quirking his lips 
against your moist slit 
as he tried not to 
laugh. He then 
dragged his tongue 
along your slit, 
stimulating you some 
more as cum began to 
build up and pool out. 
“God, you’re so 
fucking wet..” He 
mumbled, running his 
hot tongue along your 
swelled and enlarged 
nub. Your knee 
twitched from his 
action, followed by 
your hands returning 
to the back of his head 
as he groaned before 
stroking his tongue 
over the top and very 
center of your slit. Just 
when you thought he 
was going to stop, his 
fingers returned to 
your overstimulation, 
rubbing and circling 
until more cum began 
to leak out from your 
slit. You raised your 
hips, tugging on his 
blonde hair as he 
kissed and sucked at 
your nub before 
stroking at it with the 
tip of his tongue. You 
raised your hips faster. 


the sensations. 
“Dylaaaan.” You 
mewled, running your 
fingers through his hair 
before clasping at the 
back of his neck when 
he grunt and lifted you 
into his arms. “Fuck!” 
You cried, peering up 
at him helplessly as he 
wrapped your legs 
around his neck while 
raising your hips to his 
upper chest. You 
whimpered and shook 
as you clutched at the 
seat, holding onto it for 
support as he 
aggressively mashed 
his lips against your slit 
that was gushing with 
cum. He reached out 
to grope and massage 
at your breasts as they 
bounced from his 
abrupt action, pinching 
at your nipples as his 
tongue returned to 
your nub. You clenched 
your thighs around his 
head, anticipating 
another orgasm as 
your body shook and 
threatened to give out. 
Your vision began to 
blur in synch with your 
head lids growing 
heavy, sending another 
whirl to your head as 
you rocked your hips 
and moaned 
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You breathed out, 
releasing a shaky 
breath when he 
tweaked at one of your 
nipples and caressed 
at your jaw in response 
as his tongue remained 
shoved in your pussy. 

A few seconds passed 
and he had raised his 
head, detaching his 
mouth from your slit 
before rubbing at it 
once more as he used 
his other hand lock 
around your throat. 

You let out a low groan 
and gutted sound as 
you threw your head 
back, uncomfortably 
peering up at him as he 
glanced down at you 
with a intensity in his 
eyes while rubbing his 
fingertips against your 
throbbing and swollen 
nub. You raised your 
hips a few more times, 
crashing ontop of the 
seating as your cum 
began to squirt out 
from your slit. “Whoa!” 
He exclaimed, blushing 
as his cock began to 
twitch through his 
jeans. “Fuck, baby.. He 
then murmured, 
palming at his crotch 
as your cum shot out 
across your thighs and 
against his cheek. 
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head off to the side as 
he tightened his 
fingers around your 
throat. “..(Y/N).” He 
murmured, moaning as 
he groped his hard dick 
through his pants 
before raising your 
own hand to his 
crotch. “You mind 
helping me out?” He 
whispered, undoing his 
jeans before shoving 
his boxers down to 
expose his hard cock 
that was throbbing and 
leaking with pre-cum. 
You nodded, panting 
as he placed your hand 
ontop of it before 
guiding the strokes 
with another moan. “I 
love you too..” He 
breathed out, staring 
down at your helpless 
and flustered face as 
you ran your hand 
across his bare cock 
with a few mewls. 
“You’re so hard..” You 
mumbled, grumbling 
as you bit down on 
your lip to conceal a 
moan. He sighed and 
threw his head back, 
murmuring again in 
hushed voice. “I’ve 
been hard for you all 
night..” You moaned 
yet again from his 
words, rubbing and 


ontop of you while 
gripping at the edge of 
the seat. “Thank you 
again for feeding me..” 
You mumbled in a soft 
voice, causing him to 
moan and tighten his 
fingers on the seat 
cushion. “You’re 
welcome..” He 
muttered, nodding and 
lowering his head to 
glance down at his 
cock as you tightened 
your fingers around it 
before rubbing harder. 
“Oh, yeeeeaaaah..” He 
drawled, emitting a 
groan deep from his 
chest as he thrust his 
hips forward a few 
times. “Please, baby..” 
He murmured, whining 
under his breath when 
you quickened the 
pace of your hand. “I 
love you..” You 
repeated your earlier 
words, shakily 
dropping your legs 
ontop of the seat 
before sitting up to 
brush his long blonde 
hair away from his 
eyes. He nodded again, 
trembling as he neared 
orgasm. “I love you so 
much..” You mumbled, 
leaning forward to 
press a kiss to his 
forehead. He grunt and 


as his cum began to 
spray out from his 
cock. “..(Y/N).” He 
whimpered, pulling 
your head into his neck 
as he thrust his hips a 
few more times before 
coating your entire 
hand with his cum. 
“Eww, Dylan..” You 
giggled, smiling up at 
him when he snatched 
a washcloth off the 
floor to wipe away his 
ejaculation. Your body 
trembled as you tried 
to move away from 
him, scooting off to the 
edge of the seat right 
as he engulfed you into 
a unexpected hug. 
“Dylan..” You 
mumbled, giggling 
again as he hooked his 
jaw over your shoulder 
with a tired hum. “Pull 
your panties back on..” 
He then murmured, 
swaying you back and 
forth a few times in his 
arms. You reached out 
to snatch your panties 
off the floor, blushing 
as you glanced down 
to see your breasts 
hung out from your 
dress. He shoved your 
dress down to your 
abdomen, smiling 
down at you as he 
leaned in to press a 
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somewhere else?” You 
asked, peering up at 
him as he tilt his head 
to meet your gaze 
while nodding. “Sure, 
we’re still on a date., 
aren’t we?” He replied, 
cupping your face into 
his hands before 
leaning in to finally seal 
the date with a kiss. 

You grumbled against 
his lips, tasting your 
own cum on his tongue 
as he moaned and 
yanked you into his 
chest. “I’ve been 
waiting all night to do 
that..” He murmured, 
pulling away to glance 
at you one last time as 
he caressed at your 
flushed cheeks. “What 
took you so long?” You 
asked, smiling as he 
laid a few more kisses 
across your face before 
following up with, “I 
was hungry for 
something else..” You 
moaned at his 
comment, tilting your 
head as he trailed his 
kisses down to your 
neck and jaw while 
murmuring, “You taste 
better than all the food 
in that restaurant." 
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anonymous asked: 

Were anyone in the 
TCM gay? Why would 
people in the school 
think they were ? 
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answered: 

Mr. Frank DeAngelis 
(CHS principal) [5,673] 

: heard that Eric Dutro 
and Joe Stair used to 
provoke jocks by danc¬ 
ing in front of them, 
grabbing each others’ 
butts/groin and kissing 
Kelly Beer [6,107]: Joe 
Stair and Eric Dutro 
kissed in front of whole 
cafeteria; Dutro got in 
people’s faces saying 
“Satan loves you;” 
made death threats to 
students; Kelly re¬ 
ceived death threats 
on the telephone Kristi 
Mohrbacher [1,011]: 
Joe Stair and Eric 
Dutro used to grab 
each other; say “Satan 
loves you” These are 
the original TCM 
dudes, when the group 
was actually a thing 
in ‘97-98, pulling these 
shenanigans to get a 
rise out of their 
conservative, Christian 
school and to piss off 
and revolt the homo- 
phobic jocks. Just want 
to clarify here too that 
these dudes weren’t 
gay. They were doing 
perceived “gay’ sorts 
of things to freak out 
people for the fun of 
it..;) TCM 


jocks asses because 
they were scrawny so 
this is how they retali¬ 
ated to make them 
stay away. 
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"I'm sick of waking 
up each day with a 
broken heart, of 
missing Dylan 
and wanting to 
scream loud 
enough to wake up 
from the nightmare 
my life has become. 

I wont to hold Dylan 
in my arms again, 
to cuddle him as I 
did years ago, to 
hold him in my lap 
and help him with 
his shoes or a 
puzzle. I wont to 
talk to him, and 
stop him from even 
considering this 
horrible act." 

Journal entry, May 
11,1999, Sue 
Klebold 
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David Cullen x 
Dylan Klebold 
X Eric Harris 
(one sided) 

Warning: yaoi (don’t 
like, don’t read :3 
thanks) 
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something, idfk. David 
Cullen, a soon to be 
freshman in high, 
school walked around 
with a skip in his step 
and blissful thoughts 
dancing through his 
mind, for he was in 
love. In love with... him. 

The hottest boi in 
Columbine high. The 
boy was proof that god 
exsisted, for there was 
no way something so 
perfect could have 
been made by absolute 
coincidence, a higher 
power had to have 
hand crafted that juicy 
piece of meat. From 
his greasy hair to his 
yummy feet David 
knew Dylan Klebold 
was a gift from a god. 

David sighed at just 
the thought of his 
name. Dylan Klebold. 
Someday David would 
have the honor of 
referring to himself as 
David Klebold. 

David was so busy 
thinking about his love 
he hadn’t been 
watching where he was 
going, therefore he 
walked into someone. 
The impact knocked 
him on to his ass. He 


o 


he was about to be. 

For the person he 
walked into was no 
other but... his Dylan. 

Dylan, the love of his 
life Dylan. Dylan who 
was currently holding 
hand with... Eric Harris. 

Eric the bastard. He 
was nothing more but 
a stinky butt, David 
hates him more than 
anything. But not only 
was he a dumbass ugly 
how but he was always 
around Dylan, trying to 
get the succ. David 
knew that’s all that 
Eric wanted from 
Dylan, he didn’t love 
Dylan the way David 
did. Luckily Dylan was 
a good Christian girl 
and he would never 
whore himself like that, 
so Eric never really 
succeed. Until now 

“Hey David” said 
daddy Klebold himself. 

“Hey daddy ®” said 
David 

“Don’t flirt with my 
man >:(“ said the man 
stealer 

“I know Ew-ick don’t 
really love u,” started 
David,” only I really 
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his feet. I’ll lick urfeet 
baby, because I love u. 

Choose me and I’ll give 
u 27/8 access to my 
feet” 

Dylan looked at Eric, 
then David, the. Erick, 
then David, then Erick, 
then David, then eric. 

This went on for like an 
hour. “I’m sorry babe, I 
wanna suck them toes. 

It’s over” 

said Eric as Dylan 
started to vore David’s 
feet on the side walk. 

“You’re just a bunch of 
meanies. I’m going to 
go write in my diary 
abut bombs and guns 
and cool shit like that. 

#RebOut” 

@davecullen 

0 your-alcoholic-uncle 

Fuck Dyiric I only know 
Dalan 
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HQ edited photos of 
young Vladislav 
Roslyakov. 
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Dylan Klebold x 
Reader? 

Smut 


Trigger Warning 


Don’t like it don’t 
read it 


(y/a-Your age) 

Dylan had been your 
boyfriend for about 
three and a half 
months, and even 
before you were 
basically inseparable. 
He was your best 
friend and it was even 
better than you two 
could show affection 
and still joke around. 
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you, Brooks, Eric, 
Brandi, Chris, Nate, 
and Robyn out 
camping. Your parents 
didn’t know exactly 
who was going to be 
there but they 
certainly did know you 
were going camping 
with a couple of 
friends. You felt kinda 
bad for going behind 
their backs but you 
were y/a. You could 
handle a little lakeside 
camping with your 
friends, you needed to 
kick back and relax. 

You tapped your foot 
as Dylan puffed on his 
cigarette one arm lazily 
draped over your 
shoulder. “Dyl does 
Eric need to come?” 
you asked looking up 
at him he hummed a 
response and tapped 
my shoulder. I looked 
over and Eric glared at 
me, I sat up and rolled 
my eyes. Dylan stood 
and asked, “How long 
till the rest find their 
way here.” Eric 
shrugged a response, 
and mumbled: “Are 
your friends, intruding 
on your date night 
Dylan?” I stood next to 
Dylan and gripped his 
forearm, and he 
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don’t be so rude.” He 
kissed your 
forehead gently and 
smiled towards Eric. 

Eric scoffed and rolled 
his eyes, you detested 
each other. Your heart 
pumped in your throat, 
what did you expect 
from that scrawny little 
fuck. He seemed upset 
that Dylan got with 
someone before he 
even had the chance 
to, Ya don’t blame any 
bitch for not wanting 
to be with him. He’s a 
cunt. “You’re gonna 
bring your right-hand 
yea? I can’t stand your 
constant nagging.” 
Dylan slapped your 
ass, hard. He leaned 
into your ear and 
whispered: “Naughty 
girl, don’t be so rude.” 
You bit your lip and 
looked up into his eyes, 
he seemed like he 
wanted to slam you 
against the wall and 
bruise your hips with 
how hard he fucks you. 
You have seen the lust 
in his eyes, never have 
you ever seen anything 
like this though. He 
was imagining you tied 
up, being relentlessly 
pounded into the bed. 
He imagined you with 


mouth. Slobber 
dripping from the 
corners of your mouth, 
down your breasts. His 
cock jammed up your 
ass, pumping away. 
Threatening to fill your 
ass with spunk, 
making you scream 
behind the gag. 
Sobbing, doing your 
best to breathe 
through your nose. 

“Dude this is fucking 
insane, it’s like 
negative eight 
degrees.” You shivered 
as Dylan shed his coat, 
offering it out to you. 
You shook your head, 
and he pushed it 
farther towards. 
Stopping the whole 
team, “Take it, now.” 
You stopped and shook 
your head. “Dyl, you’ll 
get cold too.” He 
frowned and looked 
deeply into your eyes. 
Leaning into my chest 
and inches away from 
my face “I didn’t ask 
you, princess, I am 
telling you. Put on the 
fucking coat yea, or I 
put you over my knee 
right here.” My cheeks 
were dark red as I took 
the trenchcoat and 
wrapped it around me. 

I stuffed my hands in 
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fingers hit a slip of 
plastic. I pulled it out 
and the bright blue 
trojan condom stared 
back at me. I rubbed 
the packet, and lube 
leaked out of the side. 
It was empty...except 
the bit of lube that 
wasn’t brought out by 
the condom. I stopped 
and he turned to face 
me, I stuffed back in 
the pocket and he 
smiled at me. My lips 
were forced into smile 
back, I felt hollow. 

The rest sat up a tent 
you and Dylan quick 
work of a fire, as cold 
as it was it wasn’t 
damp. That hollow 
feeling didn’t go away, 
he felt wrapped his 
hand around your 
waist. His lips found 
your cheek and you 
stiffened up 
immediately, you 
blamed his cold hands. 
His eyes trailed across 
your face, stopping at 
your lips and getting 
lost. His head filled 
with those thoughts of 
pure lust, the feeling 
wasn’t mutual. You felt 
betrayed and hollow 
like the world was 
crushing your throat. 
When you snuck off 
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Bonnie followed. You 
walked next to one 
another when we 
reached the lakeside, 
you popped a random 
question trying to 
make it seem like it 
was just something to 
ask out of 
nowhere. “Do you 
think guys who cheat 
still love their partner?” 
She paused and turned 
to you, not falling for 
it. “Do you think Dyl 
cheated on you y/n?” 
Her hand clasped your 
forearm and you 
turned away from the 
water. Looking her in 
the eyes, not able to 
keep the tears from 
bubbling over. 

“With who?” She said 
after several moments 
of silence, her lips 
curling around the 
words. It made your 
stomach churn and 
flip, “Robyn, I think it 
was Robyn.” You 
muttered quietly, and 
she nodded as if to 
confirm. “I know how 
she is eager to please 
him, everyone knows 
she has a crush on 
him.” You say grabbing 
a rock that laid next to 
you and thumbing over 
it, thinking about the 


suddenly, “Bring Dylan 
to me, Bonnie, please.” 
She nodded and stood 
up, walking away. 

When you heard a twig 
snap behind me, you 
turned and seen his 
frame walking towards 
you. You stand and his 
smirk is made clear in 
the eerie dusk lighting. 
“You drag me out here 
alone, what do you 
need baby.” He said 
lumbering towards 
you, and you shed his 
jacket. Your arms and 
legs become riddled 
with goosebumps, the 
coat slips onto the 
ground. “I want to go 
home, now.” You spat, 
looking deep into his 
eyes. Forcing anger to 
well up and spill forth 
from your open mouth, 
you were actually 
boiling. He realized 
nothing, he thought 
maybe you were 
feeling sick. So he 
stepped closer and 
tried to wrap his arms 
around you. This sent 
you up the wall, he 
thought he could bury 
his problems in his 
best friends pussy, and 
come and cuddle with 
you after. Stumbling 
back you stepped on 


around your bicep. You 
seethed with rage, 
almost about to let 
about a blood-curdling 
scream. 

You dug into your 
pants pulling out the 
blue wrapper, pushing 
it into his 

chest. “Remember 
this? Or should I bring 
Robyn into this too? 
Poor girl.” You 
whispered dropping 
the plastic onto the 
ground. “Using her for 
a bit of relief, good 
god. Dylan, I thought 
you cared for me.?” 

You almost seemed to 
crumble, anger 
wracking your body 
accompanied by waves 
of pain. “Y/n, hey this 
isn’t what you think it 
is!” You crossed your 
arms, pushing them 
against your 
chest. “What is it then? 
What am I supposed to 
think?” I barked and he 
was blushing, face 
pink. “I was trying 
them on, the Trojans 
didn’t fit over me. 
Dammit, y/n I wanted 
to fuck you tonight. So 
I ditched those and 
went with the 
magnums and they fit 
great.” He stumbled 
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you lying to me, so 
help me go-” He pulled 
a magnum out of his 
pocket and unzipped 
his pants. “On your 
knees.” He said calmly, 
with a demanding 
undertone. “Dylan I am 
not going to fucking-” 
He grabbed the back 
of my head pushing 
shoulder down, my 
knees dropped to the 
ground. “I did not ask if 
you wanted to, I told 
you to.” He pulled 
himself out, “Suck like 
your life depends on it. 
Do not stop until your 
slobber is dripping 
down my fucking 
balls.” You sputtered 
and took his prick into 
your mouth, you’d 
never blown him 
before, quite frankly 
you have only given 
him a handy. “Cmon, 
suck don’t just fucking 
bob. Suck and bob, 
make me need your 
throat. Drain my balls.” 
You coughed hard and 
did my best, struggling 
to take his entire 
length into your 
mouth. “Use your 
throat to stroke up an 
down my fat cock.” He 
groaned and used your 
throat as a wanking 
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Christ out here by the 
water!” Eric shouted, 
and Dylan let a deep 
throaty laugh fall from 
his lips. “Are you 
jealous yet?” Dylan 
grunted out, his hips 
pressed firmly against 
your face. 

A couple minutes after 
Dylan pounded away 
at your face, he pulled 
back. “Let’s not forget 
why I started abusing 
your pretty little face.” 
He pulled at your hair 
forcing me to look to 
up at him. He slipped 
the condom on with 
one hand and it fits 
snug, but 

perfectly. “Any smaller 
and it wouldn’t fit all 
the way down, I 
wouldn’t do that shit to 
you y/n.” He chuckled 
and pinched your 
cheek softly, “I love 
you baby girl, but right 
now I can’t let that get 
my way.” He openly 
pumped his stiff cock, 
he ordered you to strip 
and sit. You did as you 
were told, and he 
watched with his lower 
lip caught between his 
teeth. You gave him a 
show anyone would die 
for, his cock trembling 
with anticipation. “Lay 
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pussy.” You did as you 
were told, his hands 
pushing your thighs 
farther apart. “Don’t 
be so ashamed, you’re 
beautiful. Absolutely 
stunning, despite how 
you sometimes act.” 

He said slapping your 
thigh, “Dyl, I act 
fantastic.” You 
mumbled and he 
grinned, “That is what I 
mean, always talking 
back to your superior.” 
He reached back and 
cupped your ass, lifting 
you only to leave a 
rough slap. You 
squealed, feeling the 
breeze caress your 
body like open hands, 
finding your most 
intimate spots. He 
buried his face 
between your legs with 
no warning, one open 
hand finding your 
breast. Twisting and 
teasing your nipple, 
the other tucked into 
your soaked cunt. 
Curling two fingers 
into your G-spot and 
making you squirm like 
mad. He sucked on 
your clit, pressing his 
tongue harshly against 
the bundle of nerves. 
Switching between 
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He stood between your 
legs, pressing his lips 
against yours. Making 
you taste yourself on 
his tongue, he bucked 
his hips. Pressing 
himself against your 
slick entrance, making 
you moan against his 
mouth. “You ready 
baby girl?” You nodded 
and he shook his 
head, “Use your words 
for me, sweetheart, 
make me believe you 
want it” You felt a flush 
of embarrassment 
against your 
cheeks, “p-please 
Dylan, fuck me.” You 
whispered against his 
lips, and he slowly 
pushed into you. For 
fuck’s sake, mate I 
know he can do better. 
Make him into this 
fucking rock, for shit’s 
sake you’ve been 
waiting for this and 
he’s gonna fuck you 
like your made of 
porcelain? You’re a 
queen, make him fuck 
you like one 
sweetheart. You bite 
into his neck, sinking 
your teeth deep into 
that perfect little spot 
just above his 
collarbone. He bucked 
harder, hard enough to 
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gripped your hips and 
leaned into your ear, “I 
will make you regret 
that little bitch.” He 
fucked you so hard you 
began to shake against 
him, not regretting his 
cock pushing deeper 
than your own fingers 
ever could. His thumb 
circling your clit as you 
scratched his back 
hard, guaranteed deep 
red lines would be 
there tomorrow. “You 
wanna cum.” You 
murmured trying to 
catch your breath, he 
didn’t answer. Just 
pulling himself out of 
you pulling you down, 
and covering your face 
with cum. “Fucking 
open that pretty little 
mouth for me, walk 
back letting everyone 
know how well I just 
fucked you. 

Didn’t proofread 
because I am a loser, 
welcome fuckers! 
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pink and flower 
crowns and stuff but 
Eric likes her after 
watching her beat a 
jock for grabbing her 
wrongly 
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it’d make more sense. 
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read it.) 


I groaned as I tapped 
my pencil against the 
desk, staring 
disapprovingly at the 
agonizingly slow clock 
above the chalkboard. 
Normally I liked 
calculus, but the small 
group of jocks on the 
other side of the 
classroom made things 
a lot less enjoyable. 

Mr. Weiss stalked into 
the classroom, a 
manila folder under his 
arm, his free hand 
adjusting his glasses 
as he sighed. He was a 
balding man in his 
60 ’s, and reminded me 
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plump build, and his 
rather large teeth 
didn’t help things. I 
don’t think he liked his 
job very much, not that 
I could blame him. He 
talked monotonously, 
droning on about 
equations, taking no 
notice to students 
being disruptive. Of 
course the 

aforementioned group 
of jocks took 
advantage of this, and 
constantly flicked 
paper clips at me, 
along with spitballs, 
erasers, and whatever 
else they could use as 
makeshift ammo. 

Before Mr. Weiss could 
start the lesson, 
however, a girl skipped 
into the classroom, 
beaming. She was 
wearing a casual pink 
dress, paired with 
matching pink 
Converse. Her hair was 
curled, a braid trailing 
across the top of her 
head in a sort of 
crown. Behind the 
braid sat a headband 
made only of flowers, 
consisting of pink 
begonias, carnations 
and camellias, from 
what I could tell from 
my moms garden. She 
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seen. 

She came to a halt 
beside Mr. Weiss, 
extending her hand out 
for him to shake. 

“Hi! I’m Y/N, I’m new,” 
she said, still smiling. 
How her face didn’t 
hurt, I had no idea. 

He gave her a rare 
smile, chortling as he 
took her hand. 

“Oh! Well, miss Y/N, 
welcome to Columbine 
High School.” 

More like ‘welcome to 
hell on earth’, I bitterly 
corrected him in my 
head. 

He showed her her 
seat, a couple rows 
away from me, and 
began the lesson. I 
could hear snickers 
coming from the jocks, 
and I listened in on 
their conversation, 
careful not to glance 
their way. 

“...gonna eat her up,” 
one of them said. 

“Fresh meat,” another 
one joked, agreeing. 

It was obvious who 
they were talking 
about, and I looked 
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about warning her, and 
decided I’d approach 
her after class and give 
her a heads up. 

When the bell rang, 
she was out of the 
door before me, so I 
jogged to catch up 
with her. The jocks 
beat me to her, 
though, and one of 
them gave her a hard 
slap on the butt before 
gripping it in his hand. 
She turned around, 
shock written on her 
face, then it turned to 
anger. It looked foreign 
on her; her smile was 
now a snarl, her once 
lit-up eyes dark with 
rage. Her soft features 
twisted as she lunged 
at him, hitting him 
square in the jaw. The 
other jocks stood by 
stupidly, shocked at 
the sudden turn of 
events. 

She hit him once, 
twice, three times. She 
kicked at his knees, 
forcing him to the 
ground. She shoved 
herself into him, 
landing on top of him 
as he now lay sprawled 
on his back. Her knee 
dug into his groin, 
making him groan 


amused at a jock 
getting what he 
deserved. 

She continued hitting 
him in the face, yelling 
at him in between 
strikes. 

“Don’t! You! Ever! Put! 
Your! Fucking! Hands! 
On! Me! Again!” 

At this point, the other 
guys fell out of their 
stupor and were now 
grasping onto her 
forearms, preventing 
her from doing any 
further damage, and 
heaved her off of him. 
She didn’t fight them, 
instead looked down at 
the fallen jock 
furiously, her chest 
rising and falling 
rapidly from exertion 
and adrenaline. 

A teacher from a 
nearby classroom had 
been alerted by the 
commotion and came 
to see what was going 
on. She commanded 
Y/N to go to the office, 
and I stepped forward. 

“Excuse me, Ms. 
Binkley, but Y/N was 
just defending herself. 
He grabbed her,” I 
explained. The jocks 
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honestly more scared 
of her than I was of 
them right now. She 
gave me a thankful 
look, and I returned it 
with a small smile. 

Ms. Binkley’s face 
softened, and she 
looked at Y/N less 
severely. 

“Well... if that’s true 
then I won’t advocate 
for suspension, but 
you’ll still have to fill 
out a report.” 

The jock was still on 
the ground, holding his 
junk as he groaned. 

“And Ryan, go to the 
nurse,” she ordered 
dismissively. 

She moved through 
the crowd of students 
that had gathered to 
watch the fight along 
with Y/N, and I 
watched them go. The 
flower band in her hair 
had become slightly 
askew, although the 
braid held faithfully. 

Her dress was 
wrinkled, one of the 
sleeves hanging off her 
shoulder. She looked 
disheveled, but 
seemed to have no 
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I had to admit, I wasn’t 
very impressed when I 
first saw her. She 
reminded me of a 
bunny rabbit, just 
waiting to be prey. But 
she surprised me. She 
could defend herself 
and hold her own, and 
she wasn’t afraid to do 
it either. Those jocks 
were twice her size, 
but she didn’t even 
hesitate before taking 
one of them on. 

I’m not a fan of the 
whole pink thing she’s 
got going on, but I’ll be 
damned if she isn’t my 
ideal girl for the most 
part. 

I walked in the 
opposite direction 
towards my next class, 
passing the jock as he 
started to get off the 
ground, the others 
helping, and I 
concealed my amused 
smirk. 

I've gotta ask her out. 
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nan., i ain't 
kissing you 
after that” 
(Eric Harris X 
Reader) 

It's not long.. But I 
needed to post 
something so here ya 
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smut(contains sexual 
content) read at your 
own risk 
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“I want to show you 
that I want you.. But I 
don’t know.. I’m just.. 
Ugh” 




sighing in the process, 
frustration clear in your 
voice. Sitting in the 
passenger seat on your 
boyfriend’s car you 
couldn’t even dare to 
turn to look at him. 

“Y/N all I did was kiss 
you.. And you literally 
froze when I touched 
your breast!” 

Eric cried out, his 
visible boner making 
him even more 
frustrated. 

“I need you..” 

You whispered and 
gathered every bit of 
confidence you had in 
you, grabbing the hem 
of his shirt to bring him 
closer. Kissing him 
passionately, you let 
your tongue fight with 
his for dominance. 

“I don’t believe you” 

He smirked cockily, 
looking down at his 
hard on and back up, 
waiting for you to 
prove yourself. 

“How do I..” 

You thought at loud 
and Eric just let out a 
low groan, growing 
impatient and pulling 
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Taking your hand, he 
wrapped around his 
erect member, 
chuckling at how 
embarrassed you were 
growing to be. 

“Jerk me off” 

He demanded and you 
slowly started 
pumping your hand up 
and down his dick. 

“Do you like this?” 

He asked, his voice 
lower and quieter than 
usual, his eyes barely 
open. You were quick 
to hum in agreement 
finding pleasure in 
pleasing your 
boyfriend. 

“Do you wanna lick it? 
Do you wanna take me 
into your mouth? Suck 
me until I cum? Mmh?” 

He asked but the tone 
in his voice made it 
seem more of a 
demand that a 
question. Grabbing you 
by the back of your 
head he lowered you to 
his member, making 
you shift around in 
your seat, 

uncomfortable by the 
new position. 


“Come on..” 
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took him into your 
mouth. He helped you 
find a rhythm, bopping 
your head back and 
forth in a semi fast 
manner. 

“Such a good girl.. Are 
you going to swallow 
all of my cum baby?” 

Once again, you 
hummed in agreement, 
the vibrations of your 
mouth against his dick 
making him feel good 
enough to let out a 
small moan. 

“Faster..” 

He said, his voice 
cracking and his grip 
on your hair tightening. 
Picking up your speed 
you obeyed and before 
you knew it, your 
mouth was filled with 
your boyfriend’s salty 
and sour cum, which 
you gladly swallowed. 
You sat up straight 
once more, turning to 
look at him smiling. 
Leaning in to kiss him, 
the oh so familiar 
giggle of his was quick 
to stop you.. 

“Nah, nah, nah.. I ain’t 
kissing you after this” 
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you in the 
commons 

I feel like my titles 
sometimes give too 
much away lol 

Anyway credit to 
( Seric-parris for 
proofreading, my 
imagines will get less 
shitty now y’all:) 

It was a hot summer 
day and every single 
student at Columbine 
was trying to hide in a 
cold spot, both inside 
and outside. That was 
why the commons was 
as empty as it had 
never been before. 

There were only about 
5 tables that were 
occupied, including the 
one where you and 
Brooks were currently 
sitting. 

“You’re really doing 
that homework?” 

Brooks asked, pointing 
to the sheet of paper in 
front of you. 

“You know I had an F 
on the last exam, I 
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You sighed. Math had 
never been your strong 
suit; everyone had 
failed to explain even 
the basics to you. It 
wasn’t that they were 
bad at explaining, no. 
You were simply just 
bad at understanding. 
You were glad that 
school would end 
soon; it was the only 
thing that kept you 
going these days. 

“This is torture.” 

Brooks whined, and 
groaning in frustration. 
He had been trying to 
quit smoking lately, 
and it certainly didn’t 
help that all the others 
from your group were 
outside in the smokers’ 
pit at the moment. You 
patted him on the 
shoulder with fake 
sympathy. 

“You poor baby.” 

You mocked, 
chuckling. Eric was the 
only one out of your 
group that didn’t like 
Brooks a whole lot, but 
you got along with him 
pretty well. You had 
grown quite fond of 
him over the last few 
years. Loud laughter 
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immediately 
recognised the voices. 

“You all reek of 
cigarettes.” 

Brooks growled as your 
group came over to 
your table. Everyone 
just laughed at his 
nicotine-deprived 
antics. 

“Hey.” 

Eric said and kissed 
your cheek, sitting 
down beside you. 

“Hey.” 

You mumbled back, 
trying and failing to 
concentrate on your 
homework. The boys 
weren’t really known 
for talking in a 
moderate volume, and 
you generally needed a 
quiet place to study. 
While they were there 
it was useless to even 
try, so you decided 
you’d take a short 
study break and 
resume when they 
went for another 
smoke break. You sat 
quietly, listening to 
them talk shit about 
the jocks, grades, and 
who knows what else. 


usually was. It seemed 
whenever he was near 
you, he couldn’t keep 
is hands off you. Since 
he did it so often, you 
could almost always 
tell if it was an 
innocent touch or not. 
This particular 
instance, however, his 
touch was anything 
but innocent. His 
fingers slowly started 
gliding up your thigh, 
changing your idea 
about an innocent 
touch. You looked up at 
him as his fingers slid 
under your skirt, but 
he just looked ahead at 
Zach, still maintaining 
conversation. 

“Eric, what are you 
doing?” 

You asked quietly. 

There was no answer; 
he didn’t even look at 
you. He leaned forward 
until his body pressed 
against the table and 
thus blocked any view 
of what was currently 
happening. Clenching 
your pen, almost 
breaking it, you felt his 
fingers tugging your 
panties to the side and 
decided to lean 
forward too, trying to 
hide anything beneath 
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life was, something like 
this had never 
happened before. 

His fingers began to 
play with you, stroking 
and flicking your clit, 
pressing against it. You 
were amazed at Eric’s 
poker face; however, 
you couldn’t keep one 
for shit, making faces 
and occasionally 
catching yourself 
whimpering slightly. 

Eric began to dip his 
fingers down, leaving 
your clit and turning 
his attention to your 
opening. He circled it 
playfully, one finger 
slipped inside and he 
looked back with 
fascination as your 
mouth formed a light 
‘o’ shape. He began to 
slowly pump it in and 
out, his thumb 
returning to your clit. 
You pressed your face 
into your hands, 
muffling your sounds. 
Your eyes fluttered 
shut, concentrating 
entirely on his fingers. 
To anyone else on the 
table it must have 
looked like you were 
about to sneeze. It was 
only when he forced a 
second finger in that 


belly, that knot that 
was near about to 
explode. 

You tried to cover up 
any strange facial 
expressions and 
appear normal to the 
rest of the table. 
Looking around at the 
people sitting around 
you, you suddenly 
found Dylan’s eyes. He 
was sat across from 
you, staring at you, his 
face flushed. You didn’t 
need to have any fancy 
profiler skills to know 
what was going on. 
Even if Eric’s 
movements were 
small, they were still 
recognisable and Dylan 
was a pro at noticing 
little details. He knew, 
for sure. Shit, you 
thought, closing your 
eyes. 

Opening them, you 
briefly looked back at 
Dylan; he was still 
staring at you. 

“Eric.” 

You gasped and 
grasped his wrist, 
wanting to pull it away 
but he curled his 
fingers inside of you 
and gave you an 
admonishing look. You 


looking at you. 

“Eric, Dylan knows!” 

You whispered, and felt 
his fingers stop. You 
watched as Eric and 
Dylan looked at each 
other silently; it was as 
if they were 
communicating with 
each other. This was so 
embarrassing and you 
couldn’t believe it as 
Eric’s fingers started 
to move again. 

“No, Eric! Stop.” 

You pleaded, once 
more trying to push 
him away. Eric just 
grasped your hand 
with his free one and 
held it tightly, planting 
a kiss on the back of 
your hand, giving you a 
smile. To anyone else it 
must have looked like a 
cheesy romantic 
gesture between a 
couple, but it wasn’t 
nearly as innocent. If 
that wasn’t enough, 
your eyes immediately 
snapped back to 
Dylan, his blue eyes 
still boring into you. 
Why wasn’t he looking 
away? Your gaze 
locked with his as you 
saw one of his hands 
disappear under the 
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your eyes as you 
plainly saw small 
movements on Dylan’s 
side of the table. 

In the meantime, 

Eric’s fingers did not 
slow down. You gave a 
pleading whimper but 
Eric only sped up and 
applied enough 
pressure on your clit, 
circling it, making you 
shudder. You dug your 
nails into his thigh as 
you came undone. 

You held back from 
moaning and 
screaming, biting 
down on your hand 
while you slowly 
rocked against his. 
Dylan seemed to enjoy 
the sight. You came 
down from your high 
and tried to relax so as 
not to buck against 
Eric’s hand anymore. 
He pinched your clit 
and rubbed it between 
his fingers, watching in 
amusement as you 
squealed from 
overstimulation. 

Brooks had picked up 
on this by now, giving 
you a confused look as 
you whimpered. 

Eric then pulled his 
fingers away from you. 
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almost lovingly tucked 
your panties back in 
place and lifted his 
fingers. He turned to 
you to and sucked 
them clean, 
maintaining a low 
profile. Swirling his 
tongue around the 
digits, humming in 
approval at your taste. 

The sight made you 
blush. 

“I have to go to the 
restroom.” 

Dylan muttered and 
you dropped your head 
to the table in 
embarassment. You 
were as red as a 
tomato. Eric just 
laughed. 

“Try to concentrate on 
your homework now 
babe.” 

0 sadlostpuppy509 

Oh my. 
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and they both take you 
in the back room and 
share you?:) 


exdimagine answered: 

You get to work one 
afternoon, wearing 
your Blackjack shirt 
and short shorts. You 
punch in and walk to 
the back, tying an 
apron around your 
waist. Eric walks up 
and holds his arms 
out, “Hey, y/n.” “Hey, 
Reb,” you smile, wrap¬ 
ping your arms around 
his neck. You feel his 
arms tight around your 
lower back and he 
hums, “You smell 
good.” “Thanks,” you 
smile, pulling back. You 
both look over as Dylan 
walks up to you, “Hey, 
y/n... you look good.” 
You giggle quietly and 
smile, “Thanks, Dyl.” 
Eric and Dylan ex¬ 
change a look as you 
walk over to the food 
and start working. 

The three of you start 
making pizzas and the 
boys stay close you 
you, taking every op¬ 
portunity to brush 
against your hand or 
your arm. Eric moves 


o 


he reaches over 
you. “Can I borrow 
this?” he asks quietly 
in your ear, reaching 
for the pizza cutter. 

You can feel his bulge 
pressing against your 
ass and you let out a 
quiet breath, “Y-Yeah.” 
He pulls away and you 
blush faintly, looking 
back at the pizza 
you’re working on. A 
couple minutes later, 
Dylan accidentally 
spills some sauce on 
the counter and it gets 
all over your shirt and 
legs. “Oh, I’m so sorry,” 
he mumbles, getting 
some paper towel. In¬ 
stead of handing it to 
you, Dylan kneels 
down and starts clean¬ 
ing it off, rubbing 
higher and higher up 
your thigh. You bite 
your lip as you watch 
him and tilt your head 
slightly. 

He “accidentally” 
drops the towel and his 
fingers gently knead 
your inner thigh. You 
blush again as he pulls 
away and gets up, 
looking down at you 
with want. 

Eric’s watching what’s 
going on and he 
says, “Hey, I think 
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You look up and follow 
Eric to the back room, 
feeling Dylan close be¬ 
hind you. The three of 
you go into the small 
space and Dylan closes 
the door behind you, 
turning on the light. 

You start looking 
through one of the 
shelves and find an¬ 
other shirt, glancing 
back at them. You bite 
your lip as you slowly 
pull off your shirt and 
slide off your shorts 
and Eric 

mutters, “Fuck.” You 
look back at them 
again and giggle qui¬ 
etly when you see 
them staring. “Take a 
picture, it’ll last 
longer,” you tease, 
turning to them. “I 
wish I could film this 
right now,” Dylan 
mumbles. You watch 
both of them and raise 
your eyebrows as Eric 
reaches out, tucking 
your hair behind your 
ear. Your eyes flicker to 
Dylan as he rests a 
hand on your 
waist. “Oh,” you say 
softy. 

Eric leans in and kisses 
you, cupping your face 
with both of his hands. 
Right after he pulls 
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start to wander down 
your body. You can feel 
Dylan trying to get 
your bra off and you 
smile against his lips, 
moving your hands 
around to undo it. Dy¬ 
lan pulls away and 
moves down to kiss at 
your chest and Eric 
starts kissing you 
again. They both pull 
off their shirts and you 
lick your lips as they 
both start kissing 
down your chest and 
to your lower stomach. 
They pull down your 
underwear and Dylan 
immediately stars eat¬ 
ing you out. You gasp 
and have to grab the 
shelf for support so 
you don’t fall. Eric 
moves up to kiss you 
again and he undoes 
his jeans and pushes 
them down. You start 
rubbing him over his 
boxers, whimpering 
against his lips as you 
feel Dylan’s tongue. 

Eric moans and pushes 
down his boxers, and 
you start stroking 
slowly. Dylan stands up 
again and pulls off the 
rest of his clothes and 
you start stroking him 
as well. 
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slowly lick each of 
them, looking up with 
a small smile. “You’re 
so fucking amazing,” 
Dylan mumbles, gently 
caressing your cheek. 
You smile, “Thanks, 
Dyl.” You take turns 
blowing each of them 
and then they insist 
you try fitting them in 
your mouth at the 
same time. You do 
what they say and they 
look down at you with 
lust when your mouth 
is completely full. Once 
they pull back you lick 
your lips, “Have you 
boys decided where 
you’re going inside 
me?” They both nod 
and Eric pulls you up, 
kissing you 
roughly, “Your ass is 
mine,” he mumbles. 
The three of you shift 
around in the cramped 
space until you find a 
position that will work. 
Eric’s leaning back 
against the shelf and 
you’re leaning back 
against him. Dylan’s 
standing in front of 
you, feeling you up. 

They start rubbing 
over your entrances 
teasingly and you 
moan urgently, “Just 
put them in, already.” 
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follows, carefully 
pressing in. You cry out 
with a mixture of plea¬ 
sure and pain, trying to 
get used to the feeling. 
They start thrusting 
slowly and you’re kiss¬ 
ing Dylan as Eric mum¬ 
bles dirty things in 
your ear. You start 
coming before either 
of them and they grin, 
continuing to thrust 
deeper and faster. 

They let out muffled 
moans as they come 
and the three of you 
steady yourselves 
against shelves and 
boxes as you try to 
catch your breath. You 
make out with them 
for a little while and 
then you get all of your 
clothes on again. You 
walk back out 
separately, thankful no 
one has seemed to 
notice. You’re working 
next to Dylan again 
and Eric walks 
over, “What are you 
guys doing after 
work?” “That,” you and 
Dylan answer at the 
same time. 
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some HD pictures of 
eric because someone 
asked ^ 

0 harris-hate 

Thank you so much 
@shootklebold . 
Amazing job !! Eric’s 
facial features in HD... 
just fuckin WOW. Oh 
man..the technology 
these days..you gotta 
love that. 
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